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Charlie & Co.

His hands were full. He pushed the swinging door to the kitchen open with his foot and went in. Just inside the door, he paused, and his left eyebrow arched up. Charlie was there, on the other side of the island, with her hands under the front of her shirt, squeezing and molding her breasts. As soon as he came in, she looked up, smiled, and quickly pulled her hands out from under her shirt.

“Sorry. I didn’t know you were busy,” Jimmy said.

He set the four empty wine glasses on the counter.

“Don’t worry about it, Jimmy. I just had to fix a little pinching problem,” she said.

She straightened her snug blouse over her short, black skirt, brushed back her dark brown hair, and held her arms out.

“What do you think?” she said.

He glanced at her and smiled. On the counter next to her was an empty whiskey tumbler, and she had a little bit of a drunken slur to her words.

“They look great,” he said.

Charlie put her hands on her hips.

“But what?”

Jimmy opened the bottle of merlot and was just about to pour some into one of the glasses. He paused and looked at her.

“I’m sorry?”

She smirked.

“But what? You were going to say they look great for being fake.”

He shook his head and chuckled, and poured a little merlot into each of the four empty glasses.

“I wasn’t gonna say that,” he said.

She put her hands over her breasts and squeezed.

“You don’t have to. I can see it in your eyes. I see it in the eyes of every man when they look at them,” she said.

She leaned on the counter with one hand, put her other hand on her hips and pushed her hip out. Jimmy put the cork back into the merlot bottle. He looked at the door, then back at Charlie.

“Jesus, Charlie. You’re Frank Mercer’s wife. I’d never say anything like that,” he said.

This time, Charlie chuckled. Her nipples were hard and poked through her shirt. She flicked at one with her fingernail.

“Don’t bullshit me, Jimmy. That’s what they all say. Frank Mercer left his wife to marry a girl half his age. Well, Frank didn’t have to pay for these. They’re all mine.”

Jimmy leaned against the counter, facing her, and sipped the wine. His lips pinched. Too sweet for him.

“I believe it. And they look fine, too. And I don’t care if you are two years younger than me. But you’re still the wife of my Dad’s partner, and that means you’re off limits.”

She had that smirk on her lips again, and took one step closer.

“Let’s go back to the part about how my boobs look fine. How fine?” she said in a softer voice.

Jimmy put the glass of wine on the counter. Maybe there was a beer in the fridge. He looked straight at her chest, then back up to her eyes.

“They do look fine,” he said, and had a devilish grin on his face.

Charlie’s eyes looked down, too, then back up to his face.

“I gotta tell ya, Jimmy. I’ve been noticing how you got a little extra where most guys don’t show much,” she said.

His eyes narrowed.

“What are you trying to tell me?” he said.

Her eyes were locked squarely onto his.

“I mean your cock, silly. You got a big one, don’t you?”

He grinned. He was surprised to feel his face grow warm.

“Does that embarrass you?” she said.

He looked away.

“There isn’t much that embarrasses me any more,” he said.

Between his legs, his penis stiffened and pushed out the front of his neatly pleated slacks. Charlie’s hand reached out and touched it, and her eyebrows arched up.

“You certainly don’t need to be embarrassed about that,” she said.

He watched her face. She knew exactly what she was doing. However, he could not stop thinking that she was the wife of his father’s partner. And he should not be flirting with her in the kitchen of his parent’s house, especially not on the night of his father’s retirement party.

She smiled at him, too. Her big, brown eyes sparkled. His cock twitched and grew harder, stretching down the leg of his slacks under the warm caress of her hand.

He could not deny that he had been horny for her and her hot body since that day three years ago that he was introduced to her at the Club. He would have jumped her right there, just thrown her on Judge Feingold’s table in the Men’s Grill, right into his grilled chicken Ceasar salad, and started pounding her, if he wasn’t standing with his father, shaking Frank Mercer’s hand.

So was it any wonder that he made no move to get away when he had Mrs. Mercer’s hand on his cock?

“You grew up in this house, didn’t you?” she said in a matter-of-fact tone, as if she was asking about the weather.

“I did,” Jimmy said.

Her fingers squeezed his cock, and he bit his lip to keep himself from groaning out loud.

“Tell me. Did you ever bring your girlfriend up to your room and, you know … fuck her on your bed?” Charlie said.

“No. I never got a chance to do that.”

She nodded. Her lower lip stuck out, like she was contemplating his answer.

“Would you like to show me your room?” she said.

“I’d love to show you my old room.”

She picked up his glass of wine, drank the whole thing, and licked her lips.

“Let’s go before my husband wonders where I am,” she said.

Jimmy took her hand and led her out of the kitchen. He could only pray that they didn’t run into anyone. Charlie’s face was flushed and he had a huge hard on pushing out the front of his slacks. It would be pretty obvious what was going on between them.

The party was down the hall in the drawing room, and everyone was there. They snuck up the stairs and down that hall to his room. He opened the door and turned on the light. Charlie went in, looking around.

“I love your room,” she said.

She looked at the posters of the cheerleaders that were still hanging on the walls, the video games and the computer, the books on the shelves, and the electric guitar in the corner that was only good for collecting dust. Mom had moved a few boxes of her sewing stuff in there, next to his old desk. Somehow, it just didn’t feel like his old room any more.

He sat on the bed, and the springs squeaked. Charlie sat next to him.

“Did you ever kiss a girl in here?” she said.

Jimmy laughed.

“I don’t think I ever even brought a girl home.”

“That’s so sad.”

“Yeah. But I got plenty of action in my Dad’s car,” he said.

Charlie laughed, and covered her mouth with her hand. Jimmy took her hand away from her mouth, pulled her closer, and kissed her. She cried out and her eyes opened wide. Her vo

ice was stifled in his mouth.

Her lips were soft and warm and tender. His blood surged in his veins and roared in his ears. It was like being a teenager all over again, and kissing a girl for the first time.

She put her hand on his knee and moved it up his thigh to rub his cock. If it wasn’t hard before, it was as hard as a rock now.

He reached up and squeezed her breast. It was soft, but firm, and yielded under his fingers. He was delighted. She felt fantastic. He hated to admit that he believed they were fake.

His tongue was in her mouth and he was just about to slip his hand under her shirt when she pulled away from him with a loud smack of her lips.

“I think it’s time I gave you a blowjob,” she said.

She had a sly grin, and her mischievous eyes watched him as she slipped off the bed to the floor in front of him. Jimmy leaned back on the bed on his elbows. She pulled his legs apart and crawled between them. Her fingers unfastened the buckle of his belt with ease, as if she’d done it a thousand times.

Her head shook slowly, and her lower lip stuck out in a sad, pouty frown.

“Poor Frank. I love him. I swear to God I do. It’s just that, well, he doesn’t always satisfy me the way I need. You know what I mean? I mean, I need it hard, and I need it all the time. Not the way Frank does it to me. I need it with this.”

She reached into his slacks and pulled out his huge, thick cock. Her eyes bulged. Her mouth dropped open. It stood straight up, staring down at her, like an evil serpent she had come to worship.

“Oh God. I need it bad,” she said.

She grabbed the long, thick shaft with both hands, leaned forward, and sucked the fat head into her mouth. Jimmy closed his eyes and groaned. Her mouth was warm and wet, and she sucked in her cheeks. It was too bad about Frank. He could almost feel sorry for him, if he hadn’t spent his entire career trying to cheat Dad out of money. Somebody had to take care of Charlie’s needs. He didn’t mind if it had to be him.

Her head moved up and down. She was moaning, and her hands were pumping on his shaft. Her puffy, red lips were stretched around the shaft, but still her saliva leaked from the corners of her mouth and ran down the shaft and over her hands.

He brushed her silky brown hair away from her face. Her big, brown eyes blinked a couple of times and looked up into his eyes. It looked like she was trying to smile at him, but it was hard to tell the way her lips were stretched so wide.

The more she worked her head up and down, the more of his cock she took into her mouth. She was sucking on about half of its length. A few times, he felt the head of his cock hit the back of her mouth and make her gag, but she kept going, sucking even harder than before. He groaned. No woman had ever been able to take that much of him before.

He grabbed her shoulders to pull her to her feet.

“Come on. Get up. Let me do you now,” she said.

She let his cock slip out of her mouth. The head was dripping with her saliva.

“We don’t have time for that. Save it for the next time,” she said, and wiped the saliva from her mouth with the back of her hand.

She stood up between his parted legs. She licked her lips and bit her lower lip between her teeth. Jimmy sat up. His hard cock twitched, as if it couldn’t wait for what was going to happen next.

Charlie’s eyes looked deep into his eyes. She bent down to grab the bottom hem of her short skirt, and pulled it up slowly, revealing her thighs a bit at a time, until she got to the red lace panties with the tiny patch on the front that barely covered her mound.

“What do you think?” she said.

“Very hot. Just like the rest of you,” Jimmy said.

Charlie giggled. He had to grin. Frank had made this all too easy for him.

He reached up for the thin straps that held the panties to her hips. She pulled the skirt a little higher, giggling. She was just as excited as him. He pulled the tiny, delicate red panties all the way down her legs. She stepped out of them and he tossed them on the pillow. He leaned forward and kissed her pussy.

“Come on, Jimmy. I told you. We don’t have time for that,” she said with a laugh, and pushed his head away.

He laid back on the bed, propped on his elbows again.

“No problem. I just wanted to see how you taste,” he said.

She lifted one leg over his and put her knee down on the mattress by his hip.

“And how do I taste?” she said.

Her small hand reached down and closed around the wide shaft of his cock.

“As sweet as a honeysuckle rose,” he said.

“Oh please. Don’t bullshit me. It doesn’t work for Frank.”

She rubbed the head of his cock along her warm, wet slit, and moaned.

“Ok. Maybe it works a little. He never said anything that nice to me,” she said.

Jimmy clenched his teeth to bite back a grin. He wanted to tell her it was because her husband was a selfish asshole who only thought about himself, but it was probably best if he kept those words to himself.

The head of his cock was touching her pussy, was pushed between her swollen pussy lips. Charlie, though, was just rocking her hips back and forth slowly, and moaning behind her closed lips. He put his hands on her hips. It would be so easy to pull her down on his cock, to force it inside her. She would be so tight around his cock.

Most girls usually were very tight their first time with him, before they were stretched out to adjust to his size. And it almost always made him cum right away. Hell, it was so difficult to resist when a girl was so tight around his cock. But he had nearly injured a couple of girls in the past. That would not be good thing, especially if he had to give her back to Frank when he was done. Charlie, though, seemed like the type who might like ti that way.

Charlie lowered herself a bit. The head of his cock penetrated her opening. She flinched and gasped, and like a switch had been turned, she began to shake, and her brown eyes had the look of fear.

“My goodness, Jimmy. That’s pretty big. I don’t know if it’s gonna fit,” she said with a nervous chuckle.

Jimmy smirked and nodded.

“That’s what they all say.”

Charlie’s expression changed. She looked confused. Her hips were frozen in position in the grip of his hands, with just the head of his cock in her pussy.

“All of who?” she said.

Jimmy sighed.

“All the women I sleep with. They all say the same thing, it’s too big for them, they’ve never had one that big, they don’t know if it’s gonna fit. Then they get down on it and all of a sudden they can’t get enough of it, they want it deeper, they want it harder.”

Charlie blinked. She was staring at him like she couldn’t believe what he was saying.

“And what do you do?” she said.

He squeezed her hips and pulled her down. An inch or two of his cock pushed into her pussy. Her eyes closed and she groaned.

“I give it to them, of course. As hard and as deep as they want it,” he said.

Her lips were parted. She was breathing hard. Her breasts pushed against the front of her blouse.

“That’s what I like about you, Jimmy. You’re always so giving,” she said.

She lowered herself on his cock. A few more inches pushed up inside her pussy. Her brows were twisted and furrowed. She lifted her other knee onto the bed so she was straddling his waist, and bent over him.

“Shut up and fuck me already,” he said.

She smiled. Her ass worked slowly up and down, sliding her wet pussy on his cock. He rocked his own hips up and down with her. She flinched each time his cock stretched her open a little bit more, until she lowered herself all the way down on it and let out her breath through her teeth.

Jimmy gritted his own teeth. His entire cock was enveloped by her warmth and her tightness. She was no different than any of the other women, from that very first time when he was younger and Mom’s friend Mrs. Chesney discovered that he was better equipped than most gr

own men. It was impossible to hold himself back that first time, and it never got any easier.

“It’s in. Oh God, it’s in,” Charlie said with a weak voice.

She was leaning over him with both hands on the mattress. She opened her eyes and looked down at him.

“Now start working your magic,” he said.

He unbuttoned the front of her white blouse and unfastened the clasp of her bra to release her breasts.

Charlie sat up straight over him. Her weight settled on his lap and her knees pinched in at his waist.

“You want me to do all the work?” she said.

He reached up and squeezed her breasts. She was already moving up and down.

“Hell yeah. You got us this far. Now I’m gonna sit back and enjoy the ride,” he said.

She had a smug grin. Her hair hung over her face.

“I’ll show you what a good ride I am,” she said.

He had his hands over her boobs. She put her hands over his and started to move herself up and down on him. Her skirt was bunched at her waist, and her blouse hung open on her shoulders. He groaned, and fought to restrain himself. God, how he would love to have her in his bed completely naked, face down with her ass up, so he could pound her hard.

Her head tilted back. Her mouth was open and she was moaning.

“Oh God. Oh fuck, yeah,” she said in a soft, low voice.

Her body undulated in his hands, writhing forward and back, and side to side. Jimmy tried to watch her face. Was she delirious, or was she getting into it?

Her pussy was clamped around his cock like it didn’t want to let go. Charlie worked her ass up and down on it slowly, and every few strokes pressed herself down on it. He felt the head of his cock bump against something deep inside her.

He knew what it was. He had bottomed out in women many times before. Their reaction was always the same. Very few had ever been fucked by a man who could hit their cervix.

Charlie’s eyes popped open and her whole body flinched. She even let out a little yelp. The other women always told him afterward how much it hurt, but it was the kind of pain that hurt so good.

“Oh God. I’m cumming. You’re making me cum, baby,” she said

She bent forward over him, moaning. Her pussy clamped tighter and tighter on his cock. There was no way he could resist that. He slid his hands down to her hips to pull her down snug, and groaned. His first shot of cum burst from the end of his cock.

Charlie’s eyes popped open.

“You’re doing it. I can feel it,” she said.

But his own face was twisted, and his hips pumped off the bed, shoving his cock as deep into her body as it would go.

Charlie fell on top of him, panting. Her breasts were warm and soft on his chest.

“Oh my God, Jimmy. I haven’t cum like that in years,” she said.

“Yeah. Me too,” he said.

Her face was nuzzled against his neck. He stroked her back and grinned. That was something he never got tired of hearing.

Charlie lifted herself off of him. His cock slid out of her pussy, as slowly as it went in. When it dropped free, it was followed by a gush of thick, white cum that ran down the inside of her thigh.

“Jesus, Jimmy. That’s a lot of cum,” she said.

She rolled off of him to the bed beside him and reached over and put her hand around his long, sticky cock.

“How many women have you got pregnant?” she said.

“None that I know of.”

“Let’s hope you don’t get me pregnant. That would be a hard one to explain to Frank.”

She got off the bed to fix her clothes back on her body. Jimmy stayed on the bed to watch. She put her big, soft breasts back into the bra, fastened it, and buttoned up the blouse. He handed her the tiny red panties that had landed on the pillow. She pulled them up her legs, then pulled her short, black skirt down and straightened it.

By then his cock had softened enough that he could bend it back down into his slacks. He noticed how Charlie watched him out of the corner of her eye, and the look of sadness on her face when he tucked it away.

At the door, she stopped him, put her hands on his chest, and kissed him. She pulled back and looked into her eyes.

“This never happened. At least, not until the next time,” she said.

“Of course not,” Jimmy said, and kissed her again.

He closed the door to his old bedroom and followed her hot ass down the stairs. He had a grin that would not go away. He could never look at Frank Mercer the same way again.

   

Jimmy didn’t see her again until about a month later. Charlie walked into his office wearing that short black skirt, but this time with a matching black blouse and black jacket. She looked very proper, except for the mischievous smile on her lips, and the glint in her eyes.

“Have you been to a funeral?” Jimmy said.

He put down his pen and sat back in his leather arm chair. Charlie walked across his office on her high heels, and stood in front of his desk.

“It might as well have been a funeral. I need to hire a lawyer. Frank is filing for divorce. He is accusing me of sleeping around,” she said, and rolled her eyes. “I don’t know where he gets that idea. I haven’t slept with anyone since you. The others, well … they just don’t do it for me any more.”

Jimmy chuckled. “Yeah. I’m sorry about that. I should have warned you.”

She looked at him funny.

“Warned me about what?” she said.

“Other women I’ve been with, well, they tell me they can’t go back to average guys. They tell me I’ve ruined them for other guys,” he said.

“You got that right. If a guy’s not as big as you, I’m just afraid he’s not gonna do it for me,” Charlie said.

Jimmy sat forward and put his hands on the desk with his fingers laced together.

“And now Frank wants a divorce?” he said.

She rolled her eyes and let out a sigh.

“Yes. He wants a divorce. Go figure. But I don’t have the money for a retainer,” she said.

She had one hand on her hip, with her hip thrust out. Jimmy stared at the curve of her hip, and nodded his head. That wasn’t going to be a problem.

But Charlie had another idea. She unzipped the short, black skirt, and let it fall to her feet. Beneath it, she wore nothing at all. Jimmy’s eyebrows went up.

“All I have to offer is my pussy. I hope you’ll accept it,” she said.

She sat on the front edge of his desk, leaned over it toward him, and lifted her leg. Jimmy reached across the desk to touch her pussy, and pushed his middle finger into her wet opening. Charlie moaned. Her sparkling brown eyes looked deep into his eyes.

“You’d better bring that over here so I can get a better look,” he said.

“If you say so,” Charlie said.

She hopped off the desk and walked around to his side. He moved aside the blotter, his book of statutes, the stapler and the Rolodex, and pushed his chair back. She sat on the edge of his desk and put her feet on either side of his chair.

Jimmy looked at her pussy. It was beautiful, with just a few wisps of brown hairs around her glistening, pink lips. He looked up to her face.

“I’ll dismiss my normal retainer in exchange for your offer. I’ll begin the oral deposition now,” he said.

He bent down and kissed her mound. Charlie giggled. He let the tip of his tongue brush through the fine, wispy hairs, and she sighed.

“Oh yes, baby,” she said.

She laid back on his desk with her knees up. Jimmy rolled the chair closer, and continued the examination with his tongue. He ran the tip up and down between the folds of her soft pussy lips, and pushed it into her sweet opening, as deep as it would go.

Someone knocked on the door, and the door opened. Charlie turned to look. Jimmy lifted his head from between her legs. It was Marla, his secretary, standing in the doorway, one hand on the door knob, and a blue folder in her other hand. She stared at them.

“I have District Attorney Tanner on line three. He wants to know if you’d like to join him for lunch before your golf game,” Marla said.

Jimmy licked his lips and cleared his throat.

“Please tell D.A. Tanner that I’ll be eating out today,” he said.

Marla nodded and closed the door. She had a faint smile on her lips.

Charlie was looking at him with a confused face.

“She took that well,” she said.

“Yeah. She’s like that.”

Charlie’s confused face turned to a big grin.

“You’re fucking her, aren’t you?” she said.

Jimmy chuckled.

“She gets a pretty good year end bonus. About once a week,” he said.

“I wouldn’t mind getting that kind of bonus in my rear end,” Charlie said.

Jimmy stood up and started to unbuckle his belt. She was watching his hands. He dropped his slacks to the floor. His cock was hard and pushed out the front of his boxers. Her eyes brightened and she smiled. He pushed the boxers down.

“Ooo. I’ve missed you, baby,” she said.

She reached for his cock and the shaft glided into her fingers. Jimmy stood still. His eyes closed. Her hand felt good.

She pulled her black blouse up over her tits and laid back on the desk.

“Come on, baby. Make yourself at home,” she said.

Jimmy put one hand on her knee, and held his cock with his other and. He lined up the head with her tiny, pink opening. He touched it to her pussy, and she moaned.

Her eyes were on his, and her mouth hung open. He pushed forward with his hips. The head of his cock split her pussy lips. Charlie flinched and groaned. Her knees tightened around his waist.

“Oh God. I forgot how big you are,” she said.

He worked the head of his cock back and forth in her pussy.

“We’re just gonna take it nice and slow,” he said.

He leaned over her, grabbed her boobs with both hands, and pushed forward with his hips again. A few inches of his cock sunk into her pussy. She groaned, and her back arched off the desk.

“I thought you were gonna go slow,” she said.

/>

“I’m a lawyer. What can I say?”

She giggled. “I never got fucked by a lawyer.”

“There’s more than one way for a lawyer to fuck you,” he said.

He leaned into her again, holding onto her breasts. His cock pushed into her warm, wet slit.

“Oh fuck,” she said, and groaned into his ear.

She was tight, as tight as that first time a month ago in his old bed. Her resistance, though, gave away a little more easily, and most of his cock slipped into her channel.

Her legs wrapped around him and her heels dug into his back.

“I can’t believe you did that to me. You’re so mean,” she said.

“I know. What can I tell you. It’s what I do,” he said.

She smiled and put her arms around his neck and kissed him.

“I love it when you’re mean to me,” she said.

He started slowly, moving his ass up and down. Her pussy held him tight and wouldn’t let his cock slide in and out. Her whole body moved with each stroke of his hips.

He stood upright. Only half of his long, thick cock was inside her. She had her legs around his waist, and he was holding her hips. He started pumping a little faster and a little harder. He pressed his cock deeper. It didn’t take long to sink the whole thing inside her.

“Oh God, yes. Give it to me harder,” she said in a low, breathless voice.

She was panting and moaning, and squealed every time his cock hit bottom. He bent his head down and gnawed on her nipples. The whole desk rocked with every hard thrust of his hips. He looked over to the door. Marla was just outside the office. Could she hear any of this?

Charlie’s fingernails dug into his shoulders, and he winced.

“Oh God. I’m cumming. I’m cumming,” she said.

Her voice was a weak, gasping moan. Her fingernails dug in a little deeper, and he winced again. Was she trying to draw blood?

His own back arched. His orgasm was coming hard. He pulled her back toward him and jammed his hips forward. Her pussy closed tighter around his cock. Her eyes popped open.

His cock spasmed. His cum flowed through his cock like it was a firehose. The office was silent for a second, then he groaned from deep in his gut.

His head came up. His hips eased back, then slammed into her again, to send his next load of cum deep inside her.

Charlie stroked his cheek. She had a big smile on her face.

“You’re cumming. I can feel it. I love the feel of your cum in me, baby. I love it when you make me cum,” she said.

His cock was still throbbing and depositing his seed in her womb. She pulled his head down and kissed him. He opened his mouth to let her tongue in, and she was moaning.

He stood up straight. Their hot, sweaty skin peeled apart like they had been glued together. He was breathing hard, and moved his hips back and forth. His cum leaked from her pussy lips. Now he had enough lubrication to slide his cock in and out.

The intercom on his phone beeped.

“Jimmy?” Marla said through the tiny speaker.

He looked at Charlie, then at the phone.

“Yeah?” he said.

“I have your father on line one,” Marla said.

The intercom clicked, and his phone started ringing. The light for line one flashed.

Charlie sat up.

“I’d better get going. I have to give Frank the bad news,” she said.

She reached down to touch his cock, where it was sliding in and out of her pussy. She scooped up some of his cum and licked it off of her finger.

“What bad news?” Jimmy said.

He stepped back. His cock withdrew from her pussy and fell out. She grunted. His cum dripped from the tip, and a gush of it spilled from her pussy all over the polished top of his desk. She dropped her feet to the floor and he helped her stand up. She was a little wobbly.

“That I’ve hired his partner’s son to be my lawyer. He hates you,” she said.

She pulled her snug blouse down over her breasts, and walked around his desk to pick up her skirt.

Jimmy pulled up his boxers and his slacks.

“Why is that?” he said.

She looked at him. The corners of her mouth were turned up in just the slightest grin.

“Because you can’t be bought.”

She pulled her skirt up over her legs and zipped it up.

Jimmy came out from behind the desk. He slipped his hand around her waist and kissed her.

“I can be bought. He doesn’t have a hot pussy to pay my fee,” he said.

Charlie laughed.

“This was the first installment for your fee. I hope you make many deposits like that,” she said.

She opened the door. He put his hand on her ass. She paused and looked back at him.

“Should I schedule another meeting?” she said.

“Yes. Tomorrow. Same time. Let Marla know,” he said.

She walked out and he closed the door. He went back to his leather chair. His desk was a mess. All the stuff was shoved aside, and his cum was puddled right in the middle where he worked, and on the expensive carpet under the desk.

The phone was still ringing. He picked it up.

“Yeah? Hi, Dad. Everything’s great. Yeah. I just heard about Frank and Charlie. Yeah. I know. Can’t say I ever saw that one coming,” he said.


Welcome to the Family

Lanie Shine swam underwater to the ladder at the deep end of the pool. She climbed to the edge of the pool and brushed her long, blonde hair back on her head. She tilted her head back to feel the warmth of the sun on her face. She liked the feel of the water running off her body, and the feel of the straps of her new bikini cutting into the soft flesh of her boobs.

She slicked her hair back on her head. Around the pool, a lot of eyes were looking at her, some men and some women. The women, she was sure, hated her for her great body, and the men, of course, were all silently lusting for her.

Her nipples were hard and showed clearly through the tiny bikini top. If it was any smaller, she might as well have been wearing nothing at all. Could she blame those men for lusting for her? That was the point.

But the whole purpose for the tight, tiny new bikini was lost unless it worked on her husband. She walked toward the table, looking for him among the others lounging around the pool, some young and some old. From the number of eyes that followed her, they appreciated the way her heavy boobs jiggled in the bikini top that could barely contain them.

But her husband was not looking her way. He wasn’t even at their table, but over by the bar, talking with someone she didn’t know.

She grabbed her towel to wrap around herself. Just before she covered her body, she noticed the eyes of one man in particular who appeared to appreciate her body, Joseph Shine, her husband’s father.

He was alone at their table, and his eyes were right on her. He didn’t look away when she caught him looking, like those other, weaker men around the pool, who didn’t want to get caught staring at a hot nineteen year old girl by their wives. And he had a sly smile on his lips.

She covered herself with the towel, tucked the corner into the valley between her boobs, and walked over to the table.

“Where’s Mom?” she said, and sat at the table next to her father-in-law.

He pointed over to the bar.

“Your husband and his mother went to get more margaritas,” he said.

“Oh. That’s good,” Lanie said.

Mom was walking back to the table with a margarita in each hand. Joe had turned away, and his smile was gone, as if he knew that his intense gaze would make her uncomfortable.

Mom set the glasses, with salt around the rim, on the table, one in front of her and one in front of her husband.

“How was your swim, dear?”

“Good. It was good,” Lanie said.

But it didn’t arouse her husband like it was supposed to. Lanie put her elbow on the table and put her chin in her palm and frowned. Hell, it

didn’t even get his attention.

She looked at her in-laws. They were sipping their margaritas, and Mom was making eyes at Joe like she was a silly schoolgirl. Lanie winced. She had seen her look at him like that before. What was that all about?

“Who’s Jimmy talking to?” Lanie said.

Her in-laws both turned to look at their son at the bar.

“Oh, he’s another car salesman he just met. You know Jimmy,” Mom said.

Joe snorted and sipped his margarita. Lanie sighed. Jimmy was supposed to bring her something to drink, even though she wasn’t old enough. But there was always a deal to make. She nodded. Yes, she knew her husband.

Lanie lowered herself onto Jimmy’s cock. He groaned. She sighed. This was what she had been waiting for all day, to be right there on top of him, with his hot cock inside her. She put her hands on his chest and moved her ass up and down.

“Yeah, that’s it baby. Fuck me just like that,” Jimmy said.

He had his arms folded behind his head on the pillow, and a big grin on his face. He liked to watch her big boobs jiggle and shake when she rocked up and down on him. Sometimes, though, she wished he would touch her. She liked it when he put his hands on her.

“Honey? How about if we-” she started to say.

“Maybe next time, baby. Just keep going, just like that,” Jimmy said.

She frowned. His wide eyes were fixed on her boobs. She looked over at the nightstand by the bed, where her book was covered by her bikini top and the condom wrapper. Where had she left off last night? Oh yeah, that’s right. The killer was about to discover the address of the cop who was looking for …

“Baby?” Jimmy said.

Lanie looked down at him and blinked.

“Hm?” she said.

“What’s wrong?”

“Hm? Nothing. Why?”

“You seem distracted. Can you try to focus? You’re fucking me here,” he said.

She smiled. “Sure, dear. Sorry.”

She pumped her ass up and down faster. Jimmy sighed and his eyes closed.

“Yeah. That’s the way I like it. No one does it better than you, baby,” he said.

Lanie smiled. It made her so happy to be able to make her husband feel good. What would it be like if he tried as hard to make her feel good?

She heard something and held her breath to listen. It sounded like someone moaning. Was it Jimmy? No, he was breathing heavy, but he wasn’t moaning. It was coming from the next room. She listened a little longer, and her eyes grew wide. It was Mom’s moans. They were having sex at the same time.

The thought of Jimmy’s parents naked and having sex in the next room left and image in her mind that made her shiver. But the more she listened to that woman’s moans, the more intrigued she became. She was doing a lot of moaning. What was Joe doing to her to make her moan like that? She looked down at her husband. Why didn’t he make her moan like that?

She closed her eyes and started moaning. Through the wall, she could still hear Mom moaning. She rocked harder on top of Jimmy and moaned louder. If she could hear Mom, could Joe hear her? The thought made her shiver again. She hoped so. She liked the way he was looking at her that afternoon.

“Baby? What are you doing?” Jimmy said.

Lanie opened her eyes. He was looking at her, but he had a dumb, puzzled look on his face.

“I’m moaning, honey. It feels good,” Lanie said.

“Oh. Well, cut it out, would you? I can’t concentrate.”

He closed his eyes again. Lanie sighed and rolled her eyes.

But it was feeling good. Usually, Jimmy didn’t last long enough to get her off. He always said it was because she was still just nineteen and her pussy was so tight. She pushed herself down harder on his cock. If she could keep him going just a little bit longer, she wouldn’t have to use her fingers to get herself off tonight. But Jimmy groaned.

“Oh fuck yeah I’m gonna cum,” he said, with his teeth clenched tight.

His hips bucked off the bed, and she squeezed his shoulders to hold on. It wasn’t an eight second ride, and Jimmy wasn’t a bucking bronco. The ride lasted only a few seconds, and he collapsed limp under her.

He was sweating and panting. Lanie smiled. He was like a sweet little boy, and it made her so happy to be able to take care of him and all his needs.

“Ok baby. You gotta get off. I gotta get this condom off before it leaks,” Jimmy said.

Lanie rolled off of him to her side of the bed. His cock slipped out of her pussy. He was holding the bottom edge of the condom.

“I hate these fucking things,” he said, and pulled it off.

He wrapped it up in a couple of tissues. Already, his erection was drooping.

“Then why don’t we have sex without them?” Lanie said.

Jimmy laughed. “You’re so cute. Because I don’t want you to go and get pregnant.”

“Why not?” she said.

“Because having babies will make those beautiful tits sag. There’ll be time for having babies later, when you’re older. Right now … Goddamn, those are great looking tits,” he said, staring at her bare chest.

She wanted to cover them with her arms, but let him look. Sometimes she felt like they belonged more to him than to her.

He leaned over and kissed her lips.

“Good night, baby,” he said.

He hugged his pillow to his chest and rolled over on his side of the bed. Lanie stared at his back. She was happy to be his wife and satisfy her needs, wasn’t she? So why did she feel so empty inside?

She picked up her book and read a few pages. It was just after one in the morning, and she was too worked up to sleep. She looked at Jimmy’s back. He was snoring softly. She smiled. He was so sweet when he was sleeping. And she was so lucky to have a husband who loved her so much. It seemed like such a big deal when she was still in school that he was seven years older than her, but what did it matter now that they had been married more than a year? What other man could love her and provide for her as well as Jimmy?

She looked around the condo bedroom. Hell, he made enough money to pay for this entire timeshare vacation for them and his parents. She sighed and closed the book. So why did it feel like something was missing?

She heard another noise and listened for a minute. Was that the tv? Who else could be up at half past one in the morning?

She put the book down on the nightstand, put on one of Jimmy’s oversized t-shirts, and went out to the living room to see who was still up.

Jimmy’s father was sitting in the recliner, pushing a button on the remote, cycling through channels on the tv. He looked up when she came in.

“Lanie? What are you doing up?” he said.

She shrugged. “I couldn’t sleep. What’s your excuse?”

He chuckled. “I guess it’s this Florida weather. The humidity messes with my sinuses,” he said, and waved his fingers over his nose.

Lanie sat down on the sofa to the right of the recliner and pulled her legs up under her. Joe’s eyes glanced at her legs, and she tried not to smile. He and his son were just alike.

“It was a beautiful day,” she said.

He nodded. “Yeah. A hell of a day.”

“Are you and Jimmy going golfing tomorrow?”

“If it’s anything like it was today, we’ll probably play a full eighteen,” Joe said.

His thumb worked the button on the remote, pausing only occasionally to give one show or another a brief chance before moving on. Lanie just nodded. She had no idea what men meant when they talked in those obscure sports terms, but she didn’t want to look stupid.

“What about Mom? How’s she feeling?” Lanie said.

“She’s pretty tired. She went right to sleep,” Joe said, and looked at her with that sly smile that she saw earlier that day.

“You must have worn her out,” Lanie said.

“You could say I wore her out.”

“What do you mean?”

Joe looked at her like he couldn’t believe she was serious about that question. His sly smile vanished. There was an awkward moment of silence between them. He sat up in the recliner.

“I fucked her brains out tonight,” he said.

He looked straight at her and held her gaze for a moment, then turned his attention back to the tv.

Lanie swallowed hard. She covered her mouth with her hand to keep from laughing out loud. She couldn’t believe her father-in-law would talk like that about his wife in front of her. It gave her a thrill down her spine that tickled her toes.

She turned her own eyes to the tv. But this conversation was too intriguing to let go. She wanted him to talk to her like that some more. She cleared her throat.

“You did?” she said.

He turned to look at her, and his hand absently adjusted his crotch. She pretended not to notice. Was he getting turned on, too?

“Yes. And I blame you,” he said.

Lanie scoffed.

“Me? Why do you blame me?” she said.

Joe glared at her, and she was a little frightened.

“Because you’ve been walking around in that bikini for three days, and I couldn’t take it anymore, so I gave it to her as hard as I could. Poor woman. She’s not the one who deserved it,” he said with a snarl in his voice.

The hairs on the back of Lanie’s neck stood up. She swallowed hard. Her eyes were drawn to the bulge swelling out the front of his shorts. She was afraid to hear his answer to her next question, but she had to ask it anyway.

“Who did?” she said.

“You did,” he said, and turned back to the tv.

Lanie let her breath out. There it was. That was the answer she was expecting. Why was it not so frightening once it was out there in the open?

Her heart was pounding. She was damp between her legs. Why was she so turned on, like there was the possibility that she was going to have sex?

“I heard a lot of noise from your room tonight,” she said in a low, cautious voice.

Joe snorted. “I’ll bet you did.”

She played with a loose string on the bottom edge of Jimmy’s t-shirt.

“I wish Jimmy would fuck my brains out once in a while,” she said.

Joe looked at her and laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

Lanie said.

“I’m sorry, hon. I don’t mean to laugh. It’s just that … With Jimmy, well, money has always been his first love.”

Lanie frowned.

“I don’t see you turning down too much,” she said with an attitude that she was surprised to hear in her own voice.

“You’re right about that. He probably got his love of money from me.”

“It looks like he didn’t get everything from you,” Lanie said.

“Excuse me?”

She pointed to the bulge in the front of his shorts.

“I can’t think of too many men who can fuck their wife’s brains out and still be that horny,” she said.

He looked down at his shorts, and moved his hand over the bulge.

“Can you blame me? I’m talking about fucking my wife with a girl who’s not wearing panties,” he said, and pointed between her legs.

Lanie tensed. Her eyes got wide. She didn’t think he would notice. But then she smiled. This was getting fun.

“I never wear panties,” she said.

“I noticed,” he said. His sly smiled was back.

“Jimmy told me he doesn’t want me to wear panties because they get in the way when he wants to fuck me,” Lanie said with a smug grin.

Joe nodded.

“That sounds like Jimmy. Always aiming for what’s best for him.”

“That’s not fair. We have sex all the time, and sometimes in kinky places. That’s why he doesn’t want me to wear panties. He wants me always ready whenever he wants it,” she said.

“And when does he want it?”

Lanie shrugged. “I don’t know. About once a week or so.”

Joe laughed.

“My poor child. You have so much to learn,” he said.

Lanie frowned and crossed her arms.

“I can’t believe you would say that about your own son,” she said.

“Don’t get me wrong, dear. I love my son. And he’s a great kid, as long as he’s getting what he wants.”

Lanie opened her mouth to speak, but stopped. Was it true what he was saying about Jimmy? She had an uneasy feeling in her stomach that it was.

“When he fucks you, does he make you cum?” Joe said.

“I get off every time we fuck. Didn’t you hear me tonight?”

“But does Jimmy make you cum?”

Lanie hesitated. She didn’t have an answer for that.

“Does he take the time to make sure you’re satisfied, or do you take care of it yourself?” Joe said.

Still, Lanie didn’t answer. The uneasy feeling in her stomach was getting worse. The horror of what she had got herself into was becoming clear.

“Lanie, I’m sorry to have to be the one to tell you this. You’ve married yourself to a man who only cares about himself. That’s why he wants to fuck you in kinky places. He wants to get caught. He wants everyone to know that he’s fucking such a hot looking girl,” Joe said.

He paused. He was watching her. Lanie wished he wouldn’t look at her. She didn’t want him to see her cry.

“Has he ever eaten your pussy?” Joe said.

She shook her head and sniffled. Her eyes were wet with tears, and blurred her vision.

“Have you ever had your pussy eaten?”

She shook her head again. A tear rolled down her cheek.

Joe stood up. The bulge of his penis stuck out in the front of his shorts, and looked bigger than she thought.

“Where are you going?” she said, and her voice cracked.

He put his hands on his hips.

“It’s time someone ate your pussy, dear. Now spread those legs,” he said.

Lanie’s eyes got wide. She sputtered.

“B-But … I’m married,” she said.

“So am I, honey. But Jimmy’s not gonna take care of your needs, and I’m the only other man in your life right now, so spread those legs so I can get to work.”

She stared at him with her mouth hanging open. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. That was the craziest thing she’d ever heard. But it made sense. And she couldn’t deny how horny she was, or how horny he was. Her eyes dropped to the long, thick bulge hanging down the leg of his shorts. What would it feel like to have her brains fucked out by that thing?

Her tears had stopped. She sniffled and wiped the streaks from her face. Slowly, she spread her legs, hoping to God that Jimmy stayed asleep. She pulled up the bottom of the t-shirt. She was shaking. This was crazy. She should not be showing her pussy to her father-in-law.

He grinned real big.

“My goodness. You have a beautiful pussy,” he said.

Lanie blushed. That was the nicest thing anyone had ever said to her.

“Thanks,” she said.

He got on his knees between her spread legs and put his hands on her calves.

“Now you just relax and enjoy the ride. Let me do all the work,” he said.

He started by kissing the insides of her thighs, at her knees, switching from one leg to the other. Lanie gasped with each tender, delicate kiss. It felt like he was touching her with a wire that sent jolts of electricity through her body. His mouth moved closer to her pussy, and her breathing got heavier. The anticipation was driving her out of her mind. She lifted her ass off the sofa to push her crotch closer to his mouth.

But when he got to her pussy, he didn’t dive in and start licking, like she expected. He touched his lips to her wet, puffy pussy lips, and kissed her all around the soft hairs on her mound. She groaned.

“For God’s sake, Joe. Please eat me,” she said.

He lifted his head from between her legs. His mouth and cheeks were shiny with juices from her pussy. He slipped two fingers into her pussy and she flinched.

“In good time, my dear. You are a work of art. I can’t rush my work,” he said.

He was fingering her pussy and rubbing his thumb over her clit, and looking at her with that sly smile and devilish eyes. She was chewing on her lower lip and moaning and bucking her hips up against his hand. Why was he teasing her like that? She had waited all her life for someone to give her head.

He bent down and licked her pussy. His tongue was warm and wet and sent tingles all the way up her spine. She squeezed her eyes shut and her back arched up.

“Oh fuck yes,” she shouted.

Joe lifted his head again.

“Please, keep your voice down, dear. I don’t want you to wake Jimmy. I can’t finish this if I have to explain to him why I’m eating his wife’s pussy.”

“What about your wife?” Lanie said.

He laughed. “I don’t think you can scream loud enough to wake her up right now.”

He dipped his head between her thighs and licked her pussy. Lanie sighed. That felt so good. She lifted her head to watch his tongue slide over her pussy lips. He poked the tip of his tongue into her pussy and she moaned. He was holding her hips, and she churned them in his hands.

Her head fell back to the cushion. Her back undulated like a snake. She was moaning, but squeezed her lips together to keep her voice down.

He was making her cum already. Her eyes snapped open and she stared at the ceiling. She shouldn’t be so surprised. She was so worked up just thinking about getting fucked with that thing he had in his shorts.

“Oh fuck … Oh God Joe … You’re making me cum,” she said.

She put one hand on his head, and her thighs squeezed together on his ears. With her other hand, she grabbed the pillow beside her, pressed it down over her face, and screamed into it as loud as she could.

He kept licking. Her orgasm went on forever. Her whole body jerked with hard spasms. She couldn’t catch her breath. How did he make it feel so good?

When the spasms finally passed, she was left limp and quivering. She removed the pillow from her face. She was panting and sweating and twitching. Her legs hung limp over his shoulders. He was still licking her pussy.

“Oh my God. That was fucking awesome, Joe,” she said.

&

nbsp; “Glad you liked it.”

“You can do that to me any time.”

He stood up and wiped her juices from his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Any time you need it, dear, you just let me know,” he said.

Lanie glanced at his cock, hanging in the leg of his shorts. Was it even bigger? She shivered.

“Where are you going now?” she said.

He rubbed the long, thick bulge in his shorts.

“I have to wake up Mrs. Shine and fuck her brains out again. Poor woman. She has to pay the price for your hot body,” he said, and walked back to their bedroom.

Lanie watched him go. She stuck her finger in her wet pussy, and sighed.

She pulled the t-shirt down and went back to her bedroom. She slipped under the sheet, next to her sleeping husband. In a few minutes, she heard deep moaning from the next room. She sighed again. Those moans were real, not faked like her own for someone else’s benefit.

She looked at Jimmy. He had rolled on his back, and his snoring was louder. She shook her head, wishing she had a husband with a huge cock who could make her moan like that.

   

The next day they all met for lunch at Rick’s, a cafe with a wooden deck off the back that looked out over the Gulf of Mexico. Jimmy’s Mom and Dad had got up early, and met them there. The men ordered burgers. Lanie and Mom both wanted the salad bar, and went inside together to fix their salads.

Lanie was talking about where they might go shopping that afternoon while the men were golfing, when she got to the door and realized she was alone. She looked around. Mom was behind her, moving slowly, hobbling like she was in pain.

“Mom? What’s wrong?” Lanie said, and held the door open.

Mom chuckled as she went into the cool air-conditioning of the restaurant.

“Oh, it’s just my old back. I must have slept wrong again,” she said, and limped in the direction of the salad bar.

Lanie nodded. “I can imagine,” she said.

At the salad bar, Mom fixed a tiny salad that would hardly satisfy a bird. Lanie was picking at different things, putting a little of this and a little of that on her plate, until she had a mound of salad flowing over the edge of her plate.

“Come on, Lanie. We don’t want to keep the men waiting,” Mom said.

She was already hobbling back out to the patio.

Lanie stirred the ranch dressing with the ladle, then put a dab on the corner of her salad that had no dressing. She was having trouble focusing. Her mind was not on her salad. Her mind was on …

Joe held the door open for his wife, and came into the cafe. Lanie smiled. Her mind was on the source of Mom’s back pain.

He walked over to the salad bar and pointed at her plate.

“Are you going to eat all of that?” he said.

Lanie looked at the plate and shrugged.

“I hate salads,” she said.

He just smiled and went to the men’s room. Lanie sighed and let the ladle plunk in the ranch dressing. Her life was just like her salad. She had a lot of good things, but none of it was what she wanted. What she wanted was a side of beef.

She put the plate down on the edge of the salad bar and brushed her hands together. So much for that. She let out a deep breath. It was time to take some action, something drastic. After last night, she had no other choice, and there would be no going back.

She waited in front of the men’s room. When the door opened and Joe came out, she took his hand before he could say anything.

“Come with me. I need to show you something,” she said.

She led him out the front door of the restaurant. She glanced back to make sure Jimmy was not following.

“Lanie?” Joe said.

He had a puzzled look on his face. She put her finger to her lips. She dragged him around the corner to the parking lot. It was hot out there, and the sun was bright. Off to the side of the restaurant, though, was a shaded area under and awning.

“Lanie? What are we doing? My lunch is gonna get cold,” Joe said.

“Don’t worry. You’ll get back before your cheeseburger gets there,” Lanie said. She pulled her shirt up over her boobs. “Do you like how my tits look in this bra?”

He looked down at her chest. His eyebrows arched up.

“Yeah. They look great. Why?” he said.

“Feel them. How do they feel to you?”

Joe hesitated. His eyes narrowed, like he was suspicious. But he put his hands on her boobs and squeezed.

“They feel great. Why are we out here?”

She reached down and pressed her hand to the front of his shorts. It worked. He was growing hard. He nearly jumped.

“I just wanted to get you alone for a few minutes,” she said.

She squatted in front of him and pulled down his zipper.

“Lanie, we don’t have time for this. We have to get back to our lunch,” Joe said.

She reached into his shorts and pulled out his penis. Her eyes got big.

“This is my lunch,” she said.

She licked the head. It was about as big as a plum. Joe sighed and leaned back against the wall.

But she had guessed too soon. His penis had only started to grow. She stroked it slowly in her hand and was amazed to watch it grow longer and thicker before her wide eyes.

“Holy shit,” she said in a low whisper.

It got so thick she couldn’t close her fingers around it, and it hung to about his knees, bent down at an angle.

“My God, Joe. You’re twice as big as Jimmy, at least. This is what you used on Mom last night?” she said.

“I’m afraid so.”

She shook her head. “That poor woman. No wonder she can barely walk.”

She licked down the side of the thick shaft, and let the tip of her tongue run over the ridges of the veins. Hanging between his legs was a pair of fat balls, to match his huge cock.

“How come your son isn’t built like this?” she said.

“I guess he got his mother’s good looks.”

Lanie nodded. Jimmy was a good looking man, like his Mom. That was one of the things she liked about him.

She opened her mouth wide and put the head of his cock in, past her lips. It stretched her jaw and flattened her tongue. She gagged. She took it out of her mouth, and stared at the fat head. What was she going to do now? Had she got herself into more than she bargained for? She looked up at him and smiled, feeling sheepish.

“This isn’t going to be as easy as I thought,” she said.

“It’s usually too much for most women their first time,” Joe said.

“What does Mom do when she blows you?”

“She doesn’t try too hard. You don’t want to hurt yourself.”

Lanie nodded. That was good advice. But it didn’t help. She still didn’t know how she was going to get all of that cock in her mouth.

She licked her lips. With one hand around his shaft and one hand on his leg to hold herself steady, she lifted the head to her mouth. She kissed it, opened her mouth, and sucked it in. Joe moaned. She pumped the shaft in her hand and moved her head back and forth as much as she could.

“Oh yes, Lanie,” Joe said.

She turned her eyes up to see his face. He seemed to be enjoying it. He didn’t seem to mind that she could only get the head and about an inch or so of the shaft into her mouth. But then, that was probably what he was used to for a blowjob.

She didn’t have much time to finish. Jimmy and Mom would be wondering where they went. She sucked a little harder, and moved her head back and forth a little faster. Joe was groaning.

But his cock went too deep and hit the back of her mouth. She gagged.

“Take it easy, dear,” he said.

She nodded, with his cock still in her mouth. That was what he meant by not trying too hard. It would be easy to choke herself on this cock. Slow and easy would work best on this beast.

She worked her head back and forth slowly, sliding the first couple of inches of his cock back and forth over her tongue. She took her other hand off of his leg and closed it around the shaft. She was going to need both hands to get this monster off.

Joe moaned again. His eyes were closed, and his hips moved back and forth slowly. It was working. She just wished she had one hand free to finger her pussy. Even better, if she could just put this cock in her pussy, she could get him off that way.

The thought of fucking her father-in-law gave her a thrill. But what the hell was the big deal? She already had his cock in her mouth. It was just another step to have him fuck her.

“I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum, Lanie,” Joe said.

His hips pushed out toward her, forcing his cock a little deeper into her mouth. She looked up to his face again. That was a surprise. She didn’t think she was doing that good.

His cum erupted like a mini volcano had gone off in her mouth. Her eyes bulged. It was thick and hot, and filled her mouth faster than she could handle. Her cheeks puffed out. She clamped her lips around the shaft to seal it in. She couldn’t take it out of her mouth. It would go all over. How would she explain cum stains on her shirt to Jimmy?

She swallowed as fast as she could, trying to keep up with the flow. Some of it leaked out past her lips.

“Oh fuck yes, Lanie. That was good,” Joe said with a sigh.

Lanie swallowed the last of his cum and pulled his cock out of her mouth. Her shirt was still up over her tits, and the bit of cum that had escaped past her lips had landed on her left tit and dripped down into the valley where they were squeezed together.

She gave the end of his cock one last kiss and stood up. She cleaned the drops of cum from her lips with her fingers.

“Goddamn, Joe. You could have warned me about that,” she said.

“About what?”

His cock was still long and erect. He was trying to bend it back into his shorts. But he had that sly smile on his face.

“You know about what. About your cum. Jesus, Joe. You told me not to choke on it. You didn’t tell me you were going to drown me.”

He chuckled. “I’m sorry, Lanie. I couldn’t help it. I just wanted to see the look on your face.”

She licked the cum off her finger and pulled her shirt down.

“Was it anything like the look

I had on my face last night when you had your tongue in my pussy?” she said.

Joe laughed again.

“Come on. We’d better get back before they begin to wonder where we ran off to.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll just tell them I brought you out here to give you a blowjob,” Lanie said.

She put her hand in his and they went back into the restaurant.

   

Lanie put the cap back on the bottle of aloe lotion. Jimmy was on his back on the bed with two pillows under his head, and had closed his eyes. She smiled. He looked more comfortable now. The sunburn on his arms and legs was still an angry red, but at least with a coating of lotion he wasn’t in so much pain.

She kissed his forehead.

“You just try to get some sleep, baby,” she said.

“Sorry about dinner,” he said, with his eyes still closed.

She put the bottle of lotion on the table by the bed.

“Don’t worry about it. You know I don’t like lobster, anyway,” she said.

She shut off the light and closed the door, leaving it open just a crack. She looked in on him one last time, and smiled. Her poor baby was hurt. She was going to take care of him.

Jimmy’s Mom and Dad were in the other room. Joe had just returned with Chinese carryout, and the smell was making her stomach rumble.

Joe was sitting in the recliner. Mom was on the sofa, and Lanie couldn’t help thinking that she was sitting in the same spot where she was sitting last night, when her husband stuck his head between her legs and gave her the best orgasm of her life.

Mom handed her a plate of sesame chicken, with an egg roll and some fried rice.

“Sorry about your dinner, dear. I know you were looking forward to having lobster tonight,” Mom said.

Lanie stabbed a piece of sesame chicken with her fork.

“Don’t worry about it. I love Chinese food, too.”

Mom had chop suey, and was sprinkling it with soy sauce. Joe had egg foo yung, and was looking at her with that sly smile. Lanie had a forkful of rice she was just about to eat. His look made her nervous, and she felt warm all over. She smiled back at him and ate her rice.

Mom picked a movie to watch, a cute love story. Lanie watched it with them for a while, then went to bed early. A full day of running around had worn her out. She slipped into bed next to Jimmy, who was snoring softly on his back, and in only a minute, she was out, too.

Lanie woke up with a gasp. The room was dark. Where was she? Jimmy was snoring softly, and she let out a breath. Of course. She was in the condo bedroom.

She rolled over onto her back. How did she fall asleep on her stomach? She never slept on her stomach. It was too hard to sleep that way with big boobs.

At least Jimmy was still asleep. She could hear his soft snoring in the darkness. It was a little after two in the morning. She listened for the tv. Were Joe and Mom still up? But she heard nothing. They must have gone to bed.

She listened for Mom’s moans from the next room, but again heard nothing. The condo was quiet. She was sure he would give it to Mom hard tonight, and she wished she could have been the one to take it in her place. If he did, though, she must have slept through it.

Lanie rolled on her side and closed her eyes, but she could not get back to sleep. She couldn’t get her father-in-law’s huge cock out of her mind. If she wasn’t afraid of waking Jimmy, she would turn on the light and read.

She slipped out of bed and stopped at the door. It was too dark to find one of Jimmy’s t-shirts. She didn’t want to turn on the light. All she was wearing were her panties. She felt on the carpet with her toes for her shirt. She didn’t want Joe to come out and find her in her underwear.

She giggled. Who was she kidding? That was exactly what she wanted to happen. She found her bra and picked it up, but didn’t put it on.

The remote was left on the arm of the recliner. She plopped into it, where Joe had sat, with one leg folded under her, and flipped through the channels.

There wasn’t much on. She found the movie that she was watching with Joe and Mom, but it was right at the end. She kept flipping.

She lost track of the time. She was flipping channels for a long time when she finally started to get sleepy again. Her eyelids were drooping and she was about to shut off the tv and get back in bed with Jimmy when she heard a bedroom door open. She grabbed her bra. What if it was Mom? Would she think she was pretty weird for watching tv at two in the morning in her underwear?

But it was Joe. She smiled and lowered the bra. He was wearing loose boxers and a t-shirt, and was rubbing his eyes.

“Lanie? What time is it? What are you doing up?” he said, and held his hand over his mouth to cover a big yawn.

“It’s after two. I couldn’t sleep,” she said.

He sat down on the sofa.

“I wasn’t having that problem,” he said.

“Did the tv wake you up?” Lanie said.

Joe nodded. He looked at the tv, then at her bare boobs, as if he had just now noticed that she was half naked.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to wake you up. I thought you would be fucking Mom’s brains out.”

Joe laughed. “She’s had more than her share this week.”

Lanie just looked at him with a puzzled face.

“Mom can only take me about once a week. I need it more often than that. A lot more. So she shares me,” he said.

“Shares you? With who?”

“With her sister, and a couple of her closest friends,” he said.

Lanie shook her head.

“Wow. That is so bizarre. I never would have thought you guys were into that.”

Joe shrugged. “It keeps me fresh. And it gives her a break.”

“How many times a week do you fuck women other than Mom?”

“Three or four. Sometimes more than one a day,” he said.

“Goddamn, Joe. You’re just a fucking machine. You’re gonna wear those women out.”

“That has come up once or twice.”

Lanie smirked and leaned over the arm of the recliner, so her bare breasts rested on her arm.

“What you need is someone fresh,” she said.

Joe’s eyebrows went up. “You?”

Lanie nodded. “I really like Mom. I wouldn’t mind if you wanted to, you know, add me to your rotation.”

“I don’t know. I’ll have to talk to Mom about that first.”

Lanie stood up. She left the bra behind on the recliner. Joe’s eyes looked right at her big tits, and he grinned. She cupped them in her hands.

“If you’re worried that I had trouble giving you head this afternoon, all I need is practice,” she said.

She tugged at his boxers. He lifted his butt off the sofa to let her take them off. His penis lay across his thigh, already half hard.

“I have no doubt that you can learn to suck more of it with practice. Maybe even all of it.”

Lanie pulled his knees apart and knelt between his legs. Her eyes looked from his growing penis to his face.

“All of it?” she said.

“If I fucked you now, without Mom’s blessing, well, I would feel like I was cheating on her.”

His cock stood up on its own. Lanie sucked in her breath, and her pulse raced. It wasn’t so long since she had it in her hands and in her mouth that day, but it was easy to forget how big it really was. She maneuvered it between her tits and squeezed them around the shaft.

“Then let’s think of this as … an audition. I just hope I get the job,” she said, and flashed her eyes at him.

She slid his cock between her tits. She bent her head down to lick the head when it came up. He had a big grin on his face.

“You know I can’t resist your great tits,” he said.

“Is that so? How about if I do this?”

Lanie bent down and sucked the end of his cock into her mouth. Her jaw stretched wide. It went deeper into her mouth than she expected, and touched the bac

k of her mouth. She gagged. But it wasn’t as bad as the trouble she had with it earlier that afternoon. She closed her lips around the shaft, just under the flare of the head, feeling smug. Already, she had learned how to handle it.

“All right, Lanie. If you’re gonna play hardball, you win,” Joe said.

She turned her head up to see his eyes. She blinked. He was talking to her in those sports terms again.

“But just this once. And don’t tell my wife,” he said.

Lanie sucked his cock out of her mouth and held up her right hand.

“I swear. Not a word or even a moan.”

Joe chuckled. “Ok. Now take your panties off.”

Lanie stood up. She was shaking. Her eyes were on Joe’s cock, which seemed to get longer and thicker every time she looked at it. She was excited that she got to get fucked by that thing, but she was nervous about it at the same time. She had trouble getting it into her mouth. How was she going to get it in her pussy?

She turned her back to him, hooked her thumbs over the elastic waistband of her panties, and bent at the waist to push them down off her hips and down her legs. She watched his face over her shoulder. She liked the look on his face. His eyes were on her ass and got real big, and he smiled.

She straightened up, lifted each foot out of her panties, and turned back around to face him. A shiver ran down her spine that made her nipples stand out. She was completely naked in front of her father-in-law. She laughed, and it was a nervous laugh.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this. It’s so … crazy. What would Jimmy think if he found out I was about to let his father fuck me?” she said.

“Don’t worry abut Jimmy. He’s not going anywhere. Now come on up here and let’s get started,” Joe said.

He held out his hand. Lanie put her hand in his.

“You really wanna fuck me, don’t you?” she said.

“Since that day Jimmy brought you over the first time.”

She stepped up on the sofa, with her feet on either side of his hips, and lowered herself to her knees on his lap. The shaft of his cock rubbed along her warm, wet slit.

“Jimmy always uses a condom because he doesn’t want me to get pregnant,” she said.

“I don’t have any condoms.”

“I could get one of Jimmy’s.”

Joe laughed. “Do you think it’s gonna fit on me?”

Lanie reached behind her to put her hand around his cock where it poked out under her ass and frowned. He was right, of course. But it was just as well. It wouldn’t be as exciting to fuck Joe if there wasn’t the chance that he might get her pregnant. She sighed.

“I guess, if you get me pregnant, at least the baby will look like Jimmy,” she said.

She closed her eyes. Her hips rocked back and forth, rubbing her wet pussy on his hard shaft. She moaned through her parted lips. It felt so good. Joe had his hands on her boobs, squeezing gently. She leaned forward so he could lick her nipples, and when he bit them in his teeth, it made her gasp.

She bit her lower lip and moaned. There was a yearning in her gut to feel Joe’s cock inside her, to feel it stretching her open. It was going to hurt. Hell, it hurt the first time Jimmy fucked her, when he took her virginity that night she met his Mom and Dad.

She lifted one leg and reached down for his cock. She had to bend it a bit to get it to line up with her pussy. Joe winced a little. She hoped she wasn’t hurting him too much.

She had one hand on his shoulder, and with her other hand, rubbed the head of his cock on her slit. Joe was moaning, too. It couldn’t have been hurting him that much.

The head of his cock nestled between the lips of her pussy. She held it there, to keep it from pushing up inside her too soon.

“Go slow, Lanie,” Joe said.

She nodded. That much she remembered. His hands moved down from her tits to her waist. She tensed. Was he going to force her down on his cock? But he was holding her up, not pulling her down.

She let her weight down on his cock just a tiny bit. The head split her pussy lips apart. She lowered her weight a bit more.

“Oh fuck,” she said in a whisper.

It was painful. She had both hands on his shoulders, and her mouth hung open. What was she thinking by trying to get something so big into her tiny hole?

“You like that, Lanie?” Joe said.

She could only nod. It hurt, but there was something there that felt good, also. She moved up and down very slowly on the head of his cock. It was all she had of it inside her, and it was probably as much as she would ever get.

She closed her eyes and moaned. Her pussy had stretched to accommodate the fat head, and now it was feeling so good. She lowered her head to Joe’s shoulder and moaned into his ear.

His grip on her waist eased. She dropped. A few inches of his cock went up inside her pussy. Her head came up off his shoulder and she gasped.

“Lanie? Are you all right?” Joe said.

She looked down into his eyes.

“I think it’s in. I think you’re fucking me now,” she said.

“How does it feel?”

She had stopped moving. She wiggled her hips carefully side to side and looked at him with a big smile on her face.

“It feels good. Oh my God, Joe. It feels fantastic.” She pushed herself up and let herself come down on it again, and sucked in her breath. “Fucking Jimmy never felt like this.”

She moved her ass up and down, very slowly. Joe was not holding her by her waist, but was squeezing and sucking her tits. She pushed herself up and down with her knees.

Her eyes rolled back and her head dropped to his shoulder again. It was as good as she imagined. The feeling of being filled by so much hot, hard cock was worth the discomfort of being stretched open.

Joe was breathing hard. She must have been doing something right. The discomfort passed, and she had the intense pleasure of his cock sliding in and out of her. She pushed herself up and down a little faster. The more she fucked herself on his cock, the easier it got.

“I think I can do this,” she said with a deep groan.

She just went slow, like he said. There was no need to go fast. He was still going to make her cum.

“You’re doing just fine, Lanie. I’m gonna cum now,” Joe said.

“Oh yes, Joe. Please. Give it to me.”

Her voice was a whimper. She pumped her ass faster. His cock slipped deeper into her cunt.

The first blast of cum in her belly made her scream. Her body jerked and spasmed, and she tried to bury her face in his shoulder to muffle her cries. Joe wrapped his arms around her, like he was trying to keep her from falling off.

He was thrusting up with his hips each time his cock pulsed and flooded her womb with more cum. She yelped. There was no way to tell how much of that fat thing she had in her pussy. It didn’t matter. She was too busy cumming.

His thrusting stopped and he lay limp on the sofa beneath her, panting. He had one hand on her back, stroking her ass. She was still twitching and moaning, and rocking herself up and down on his cock. It was much deeper inside her, that much she could tell. She never would have believed that anything so long and thick could have gone so deep inside her.

She kissed the side of his neck.

“Thanks for the great fuck,” she said.

“Sure thing, dear.”

He turned his head and kissed her deep, with his tongue pushed into her mouth. His cum was still flowing into her belly. Its soothing warmth spread through her whole body.

She leaned back and pressed in on her belly, just below her bellybutton. Deep inside was the hard lump of his cock.

“Goddamn, Joe. How much of your cock do I got inside me?” she said.

“Almost all of it. I knew you could do it,” he said.

His cock was going soft. Lanie lifted her leg and rolled off him to the sofa beside him. His long cock slipped out of her hole with a slurp, and she groaned. The sudden empty feeling was depressing.

Joe stood up and pulled up his boxers.

“I gotta tell ya, Lanie. That was the best time I’ve had in a long time,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said.

She sat back with her legs apart. His heavy load of cum was dripping from her pussy lips. With his cock arranged in his boxer shorts, Joe bent down and kissed Lanie’s forehead.

“When we get back home we’ll talk about this with Mom, see if she wants to … add you to the rotation. Good night, dear,” he said, and headed back to the bedroom.

Lanie waited to hear the door click shut, and let out a sigh. She had a big smile on her face that would not go away. Joe’s cum continued to drip from her pussy. She touched her fingers to her pussy lips to wipe up a drop, and licked it off her finger. She was going to enjoy this new arrangement.

   

Jimmy was able to join them for breakfast. They all went back to Rick’s, where a big breakfast buffet was set out with fruit and pancakes and waffles, and anything else anyone could want for breakfast.

Jimmy wasn’t moving very well, but he was able to make it to the table on the back deck of the cafe, where the morning sun was bright, and a cool, comfortable breeze blew in from the Gulf.

Lanie made sure Jimmy was settled at the table with a glass of orange juice, and headed to the buffet, where Mom and Joe were fixing their plates for breakfast.

Lanie walked stiffly. Deep in her belly was an ache to remind her of the ride she had taken late last night. She looked at Joe to catch his eye and give him a smile like they shared a secret, but he was busy covering his pancakes with syrup.

Instead, Mom looked at her as she approached the buffet. Her eyes narrowed.

“Honey? What’s wrong?” she said.

Lanie shrugged. “It’s just my … back. I must have slept wrong.”

Mom looked at her funny. Lanie smiled. Mom looked over at Joe, then back at her, and a big grin spread across her face.

“Oh my dear Lanie. Welcome to the family,” she said, and wrapped her arms around her in a big hug.


The Frat Party

It was almost ten o’clock at night. Allie Miller took off her glasses and rubbed her eyes, and looked at the alarm clock on the stand by her bed. Was that right? Had she been studying for seven hours? She needed a break.


She pa

dded across the small dorm room in her fluffy pink bunny slippers to the small refrigerator and got a cold bottle of water. She twisted the top off and took a drink. She went back to the arm chair in front of her bed, past Erin’s bed. Her roommate had been out all day. Where could she have to go if she wasn’t going to classes? And her bed was trashed. Was she ever going to make her bed?

Allie sat down again in the chair with her text book and her notes, and put her feet up on the table. She couldn’t worry about Erin. She had a mock debate coming up on Monday, and was determined to do well on it.

She looked at the blank wall by the door, and smiled. She wanted to do well for Professor Morris because he was so smart, and, well, so cute. All her life, she had assumed that college professors were all old and gray haired and frumpy. She never imagined they could be … sexy.

She yawned. It was getting late. She was already in her sweat pants and t-shirt that said Michigan State University on the front. It was time for bed. Erin could stay out all night if she wanted, and get in trouble with her grades. She was going to get some rest. There would be time for more studying tomorrow.

She went into the bathroom to brush her teeth. When she came out, Erin was standing by her bed, tossing through her clothes.

“Erin. I didn’t hear you come in,” Allie said.

Erin looked up briefly.

“Hey Allie. Have you seen my purple shirt?”

“No, I haven’t,” Allie said, and shook her head.

She picked up her textbook and closed it, watching her roommate out of the corner of her eye. Erin was a different story. She really wanted to like her roommate, but they were so dissimilar. She was wearing tight, low jeans, and her purple shirt really showed her cleavage. But then, she went to public school, instead of being homeschooled. She was sure that was why she was so wild and out of control.

“There it is,” Erin said.

She bent down beside her bed and snatched up her purple blouse from the pile of clothes collected around her bed like moss. As if she was alone in the room, she pulled off her tight green t-shirt and put on the purple blouse.

It was cut low, and showed Erin’s cleavage. With her hands, she adjusted her boobs under the shirt so they showed even more.

Allie tried not to stare. Her roommate was so skinny, and had a perfect body. Her breasts were the perfect size, not oversized like her own. She wasn’t heavy, just a few pounds overweight. But her boobs were just too big.

“What are you doing, Allie?” Erin said.

She sat down on the corner of her bed to touch up her lip gloss.

“I don’t know. I was thinking about going to bed.”

Erin turned to her with her mouth hanging open.

“Go to bed? You’re kidding me, right?”

“No, I’m not. It’s late,” Allie said, and picked up her notebook and pen.

Erin laughed.

“It’s not late. Hell, it’s only ten o’clock.”

“Where are you going?” Allie said.

“I’m going to a frat party. With guys. Come on. Why don’t you come with me?”

“I don’t know. I really should get to bed,” Allie said.

“You’ve never been to a party with guys, have you?” Erin said.

Allie hesitated, and looked away.

“Not really.”

“I can tell. Look. Why don’t you just come with me? Let yourself go for once. Have some fun,” Erin said.

Allie crossed her arms over her chest. There would be people there. Could she go to a strange place where people would see her?

“I don’t know,” she said.

Erin shrugged and stood up.

“Ok. I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow.”

“Wait. I’ll go,” Allie said.

She pushed her glasses up on her nose. Erin smiled.

“Cool. Get changed. Put on something hot,” she said.

“I don’t think I have anything … hot,” Allie said.

Erin paused and looked at the moat of clothes around her bed. She scooped up a blouse and held it out.

“Here. Wear this,” she said.

Allie took it and held it up to her chest.

“I can’t wear this. It shows too much.”

Erin grinned and nodded.

“That’s the point, girl. And you got a lot to show.”

Allie turned her back to Erin to change into the shirt. Nothing made her more self-conscious than to know that someone was looking at her breasts.

It was a long walk to the party. They walked clear across campus, past all the other frat houses, and it was a chilly October night. The borrowed shirt had a deep V down the front that revealed much more of her breasts than she was comfortable with. Mom would never approve. She wished she had at least worn a jacket or a sweater. Now her nipples were hard, and she would have to keep her arms crossed all night so guys wouldn’t stare at her chest. That was so embarrassing.

The frat house was packed with people and it was difficult to move trough the crowd. Allie stayed close to Erin. It was too easy to get lost in there, and she didn’t know anyone.

There was a pounding music that shook the whole house. Allie could feel the vibration in her feet. As soon as they were in the front door, someone handed each of them a beer in a red plastic cup. She looked at the beer. She was still only eighteen. Could she get in trouble for drinking?

But it didn’t seem to bother Erin. She was only a year older than her, and she was taking a big drink from her cup. Allie shrugged and took a sip. It was bitter and made her shiver. If it was good enough for Erin, though, it was good enough for her.

They stood together off to the side of the main room, sipping the beer in their red cups. All around them were cute guys, some tall, some short, some with dark hair, some with light hair. Erin had a big grin on her face. She leaned close to speak into Allie’s ear, over the noise of the music.

“Isn’t this cool?” Erin said.

Allie nodded. There were so many guys. Why had she never done this sooner?

Erin looked into her red plastic cup.

“Let’s get some more beer,” she shouted into Allie’s ear.

Allie nodded again. She still had about half of her beer left. She drank it down quickly and followed Erin through the crowd.

They found a guy in another room with a keg. He refilled their cups, and Allie tried to get his attention to thank him, but the music was too loud, and he was too busy refilling other people’s red plastic cups. She moved on with Erin.

They found a stairway to the basement, where people were going up and down. The music was louder there.

“Let’s go down there,” Erin said.

They pushed their way through the people to get down the stairs. It was dark in the basement, and even more packed with people. Against the back wall of the basement was a real bar, where people were jammed in, getting drinks. At the other end of the basement was a small stage, where a real band was cranking out very loud music.

“This is so cool,” Allie shouted into Erin’s ear.

“Let’s go to the bar,” Erin shouted.

They fought their way to the bar. Erin got another beer. Allie watched her get her cup refilled again by the cute guy behind the bar. How did she drink it so fast? Her own cup was still full, and she was getting dizzy from her first beer.

They watched the band for a while. It was too dark to see much. Allie would have liked to go back upstairs, where she would at least get to look at the cute guys, but she was too afraid to leave Erin’s side.

In the middle of one of the songs, two girls climbed up on the small stage and started to strip out of their clothes. The guys all cheered and whistled. Allie felt her face get warm, and put her hand over her mouth. She should not be there to watch this.

But Erin turned and put her hand on her shoulder. She was laughing out loud like it was the funniest thing she had ever seen. Allie stared at her. How could she think this was funny?


She looke

d at the girls on the stage again. They had removed their shirts and jeans, and were dancing to the music in their underwear. One of the girls put her hands on her hips and thrust her backside in and out.

The other girl removed her bra and ran her hands over her bare chest. The guys in the crowd whooped and shouted. Allie could not tear her eyes away. She had never seen anything so horrifying.

But there was another feeling inside her, that made the horror of what she was seeing seem insignificant. The two girls on stage started kissing, and put their arms around each other, and were touching each other in different places. The feeling made her warm between her legs, and made her nipples tingly. She looked at the beer in her cup. How much of it was the alcohol?

She turned around and rested her elbows on the bar. Her head was spinning. She rubbed her legs together and gasped. There was no way she could deny it. She was horny.

She turned her head down and rubbed her forehead. That was her problem. She was lonely. Lonely and horny. That was a bad combination. How long had it been since she did anything with a boy? Was it that long since she fooled around with Rob in the back of his Dad’s car? For all that time, she regretted letting him take her virginity, and denied that she could be horny. Right now she would have given anything to be in that backseat with him again.

“Hey Allie? You ok?” Erin said.

Allie nodded.

“Just a little dizzy.”

Erin patted her shoulder.

“You’re drinking your beer too fast. Just take it easy for a while and let me know when you’re ready for another one,” she said.

Allie shook her head. She wasn’t going to be ready for more. She was going to be ready to go home.

Erin, though, was already flirting with the bartender. He was cute, and looked interested in her. Allie watched her friend. He probably had his own car. Would Erin wind up in the backseat of it with him before the night was over?

Someone was pushing against her. People had been bumping into her since they got there. It was hard to avoid being jostled and bumped with so many people pressed together. This one, though, was different. This one was pushing against her butt.

She pushed back, and something hard wedged between her butt cheeks. She gasped, and her eyes opened wide. Was that what she thought it was?

She was afraid to move, hoping that it was just her imagination. She was freaking out over nothing, she was sure. It was probably a woman’s purse, or a guy with a wallet in his back pocket. No guy would be so bold to push his hard penis into a strange girl’s butt in a dark room, would he?

She pushed back again. Whoever it was behind her pushed back, and se felt it again, the hard ridge that wedged between her butt cheeks. There was no way to mistake it that time. There was a strange man behind her pressing his erect penis against her butt.

Allie panted. Both of her hands were flat on the bar. Her face was flushed, and she had perspiration on her forehead. She felt warm all over. She looked back over her shoulder. All she could see was the vague outline of a tall man. It was too dark to see his face.

He pushed forward against her again. She moaned. A tingle ran up her spine. What was she going to do?

Her pulse was racing. She looked at Erin beside her, whose eyes were locked on the bartender. Couldn’t she tell what was happening right there beside her?

The strange man put his hand on her hip, and she moaned again. It was hard to deny, though, that his hard penis felt good right where it was. Should she let him keep it there? What if he expected more from her?

She leaned over to her roommate.

“Erin? I think the guy behind me wants to … have sex with me.”

Erin stared at her. “No way.”

“I think so,” Allie said, and nodded.

Erin looked back, but if she could see anything more about the strange guy, she couldn’t tell.

“Go for it,” Erin said, with a big grin.

Allie just stared at her. How did she know she was going to say that?

She was breathing hard. Her fingers clawed at the far edge of the bar. She held her breath. This was the craziest thing she had ever done. What would Mom think if she knew she was trying to entice a complete stranger to have sex with her?

She looked at the beer in the red cup on the bar in front of her, and at her friend Erin, who was engrossed once again in the bartender. She grinned. It was a smug grin. It was time to stop worrying about what Mom would think. It was time to stop behaving the way she thought Mom expected her to behave. It was time to be like Erin, a little wild and out of control.

She pushed her butt back again and wiggled it a little side to side. Both of his hands squeezed her hips and pulled her back. The ridge of his erection pushed deeper into the groove between her butt cheeks. She gasped. That was all it took.

He rocked her back and forth. His hard bulge rubbed along her pussy, where she was warm and wet. She moaned softly, and lowered her head to the bar. His strong hands were squeezing the soft flesh of her hips, holding her up, moving her back and forth. It was a good thing. Her knees felt weak, and she was sure she would fall down if he let go.

He must have known about some place they could go. Maybe there was a bedroom upstairs, or maybe he had a car with a big backseat. But before she could turn around to ask, his hands reached around her waist and popped open the button of her jeans.

“Oh my God,” she said out loud.

But the music was too loud for Erin or anyone to hear.

His fingers pulled down her zipper. She reached down to stop him, but he pushed her hands away. He yanked the back of her jeans down. She felt a cool breeze between her legs. Was she really that wet down there?

His hand slipped down the back of her panties, and his finger rubbed her slit. Allie moaned and bit her lower lip. His finger touched her most sensitive spot and her back arched. That was it. She gave in. He could do anything he wanted to her.

He pulled her panties down to the middle of her thighs. Was that a tear? Did she feel them rip? Was he going to be rough with her? The thought made her shiver. She couldn’t wait.

For a long time, there was nothing, as if he had left her like that with her jeans pulled down. What was he doing? Had he split and left her like that?

She was just about to turn around to find out what was keeping him when she felt a warm, hard penis pressed against her butt. She flinched and let out a yelp. She looked around. There were so many people pushed up against them, jostling them and moving to the music that no one could see anything.

The hard penis was poking her butt, like it was trying to find its home. Allie snickered. At the moment, she didn’t care if she was up on that stage, bent over with her jeans down and a stranger about to have sex with her, where everyone could see them. She just wanted him to do it to her.

His rough fingers pulled the lips of her pussy open. She winced. Finally, the head of his penis pushed between her wet lips. Allie lifted her head and gasped. It was so hot and so … thick.

The bartender grinned at her. Allie blinked. Did he know what was happening to her? She looked at Erin. She was grinning at her, too.

The guy behind her pushed his penis in slowly. Allie gritted her teeth and whimpered. Her whole body shook. She was having an orgasm, but so soon? She didn’t know that was possible.

It pushed deep inside her, deeper than she would have believed a penis could go. The stranger’s hands held her bare hips, and rocked her back and forth.

She lowered her head and moaned, although she couldn’t hear it. The gentle rocking motion was hypnotic. The deafening music and the bright flashing lights on the stage became a blur. All of her senses focused on the thick, hot penis that stretched her open and probed deep into her body.

Allie was panting, and moaning out loud through her open mouth. Her nipples and her big boobs brushed the top of the bar every time she rocked back and forth.

The rough hands squeezed her hard. His hips slammed against her butt, and she felt a warm fluid shooting into her womb. Her eyes snapped open.

“Oh my God,” she said, and she orgasmed again.

Her back arched and her head turned up. Her body spasmed over and over, like someone was touching a live electric wire to her toes, and the jolts shot through her body over and over, all the way to the top of her head.

The intense waves of pleasure hadn’t finished rolling through her body when the stranger pulled his penis back out. Her head dropped to her folded arms on the bar. Her whole body went limp, and she would have fallen to the floor if Erin hadn’t grabbed her arm.

“Allie? Are you all right?” she said.

Allie nodded and brushed her long, dark hair out of her eyes. She pushed her glasses up on her nose.

“I’m great,” she said, and smiled at Erin.

She was trembling. It took a minute to calm down. She bent down and pulled up her jeans and panties before another strange guy decided her bare butt was an invitation for him to insert his hard penis.

That thought made her flush, and she touched her hand to her bare chest, where the open shirt exposed her cleavage. What if she had a room full of guys, lined up, waiting to insert their hard penises and do it to her, have sex with her from behind? The idea sent a chill down her spine. Could she make that come true?

The band stopped playing to take a break. The naked girls picked up their clothes and climbed off the stage. Allie and Erin headed upstairs, along with a bunch of other people. Erin pulled Allie aside, away from the flow of people going up and down the stairs.

“You want another beer? I’m gonna get another beer,” she said.

“Yeah. I think I’m gonna get drunk,” Allie said.

She rubbed the front of her jeans. Something in her crotch felt odd. Her eyebrows arched up. Of course. It was that stranger’s sperm leaking out of her pussy. Was she going to get pregnant?

“So what happened?” Erin said.

“With what?” Allie said.

“With you and that guy. I thought you were going to fuck him.”

Allie opened her mouth to speak, then closed it again. Erin said that word. She had never heard a girl say fuck. She had hardly ever heard anyone say fuck. She shrugged.

“I-I did.”

Erin stared at her with a puzzled look on her face,

then her eyebrows went up and her mouth fell open.

“Oh my God. You did it with him? He fucked you right there at the bar?” she said.

Allie nodded, and had a big grin on her face. Erin shrieked.

“No way. That’s so wild,” she said.

She grabbed both of Allie’s arms and looked into her face with stern, set eyes.

“Ok. Who are you and what have you done with my friend?” she said.

Allie laughed.

“I know. I can’t believe it, either. I feel so … out of control.”

Someone put a hand on her ass. She jumped, and spun around. Standing in front of her was a gorgeous, tall man. He was a little older, with faint wrinkles at the corners of his eyes, and a few gray hairs on his head, and an uneven, wry smile that made his blue eyes look playful. Her jaw dropped. Was this the man who had … How did Erin put it … fucked her downstairs?

“Hi,” he said.

“Hi,” Allie said.

She looked at Erin, who also had a surprised look on her face.

“My friend just told me you have a sweet, hot pussy,” the tall man said.

Allie blinked.

“Your friend?”

The tall man chuckled. It gave him a boyish, mischievous appearance, which was inconsistent with the lines on his face.

“Yeah. My friend. He’s the one who banged you downstairs.”

“Oh,” Allie said.

“I’d like to see if you’re as sweet and hot as he says. You wanna get it on with me?” he said.

She couldn’t answer right away. Was this the way a man asked a girl to have sex with him these days? Wasn’t he supposed to ask her on a date and bring her flowers? But then, the guy in the basement didn’t even show his face.

She looked at Erin, who shrugged and said “Go for it.”

Allie looked back up into the tall man’s beautiful blue eyes, and smiled.

“Sure,” she said.

“Wonderful. Let’s find a place where we can be alone,” he said.

He took her hand and led her to the back rooms of the house. Allie waved to Erin before she vanished in the tide of people crowded into the main room.

He took her straight to a small bathroom off the kitchen, as if he knew the house. No one was in the bathroom, and the people in the kitchen were not looking their way when they went in together. She looked at him again. Did he live in this house?

He locked the door. There wasn’t much room in the small bathroom for two people, but that didn’t matter. He pulled her to him and started kissing her. He slipped his arms around her and planted his lips on her lips. She squealed, but it was muffled in her mouth. She had to stand on her toes to reach up to him. When his tongue touched her lips, she did not resist, but opened her mouth and let it in.

His hands moved down her back to her ass. He squeezed hard. His fingers dug into her soft flesh. He pulled her tight against his body, and she felt a hard lump in the front of his pants pressing into her belly. Was that his … penis?

“You’re gonna need to take these off,” he said, and tugged at the waistband of her jeans with his finger.

“Ok,” Allie said.

She took a step backward and popped open the button of her jeans. Her eyes drifted down to the front of his pants. He had a bulge there, but it hung down the leg of his pants, like he was hiding a length of pipe in his pocket. Her eyes got wide. Was that his … penis?

He was smiling, as if he knew that she had discovered his secret. His beautiful eyes sparkled. A tingle ran down her spine and buzzed between her legs. She couldn’t believe she was getting to lucky with such a good looking older guy.

Her jeans dropped to the floor and she stepped out of them. His smile got bigger. With her eyes on his, she hooked her thumbs over the waistband of her panties to push them down, and poked her thumb through a hole.

“Oh no,” she said.

“What’s wrong?”

She looked down at the panties. The front was torn open from the crotch to the waistband.

“I think your friend tore my panties,” she said.

“Lucky him,” the tall guy said.

He lifted her onto the vanity by the sink. She pushed herself up on her hands so her butt was off the counter, and he yanked her panties all the way down her legs.

“You won’t need these anymore,” he said, and tossed them into a small wicker trash basket.

The panties hung over the edge of the basket. The crotch was stained with wetness, probably a mixture of her fluids and the first guy’s sperm. She looked up to the tall guy’s face. He pulled up the bottom of her shirt.

“You have fantastic tits,” he said.

Allie blushed and turned her face away.

“I think they’re way too big,” she said.

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

He pulled her heavy bra away from her chest and let her oversized breasts fall free. The air was cool on her nipples and they stiffened immediately. He put his hands over each breast and she gasped. His touch was warm, but rough, like when he squeezed her ass. She arched her back toward him, to make it easier for him to get his hands around them.

She let her legs spread apart. He moved between them, pushing them even wider. The hard ridge of his erection rubbed over her warm groove, and she moaned. He bent his head down and kissed her again.

Her head was spinning. She was breathing hard. This was all so much to keep up with. She couldn’t believe she was about to have sex with her second man that night, and both of them complete strangers. Hell, she didn’t know either of their names. Mom would have a stroke. Why had she never let herself have fun like this before?

His mouth was still clamped over hers when she heard the zipper of his pants go down. He stepped back and let them drop to the floor. His erection pushed out the front of his boxers. He pushed them down to his ankles and it flopped out. Allie sucked in her breath.

“Oh my Lord. What is that?” she said.

He grinned like the devil.

“You like it?” he said.

Her stomach twisted. That couldn’t be a real penis. It was at least as long as her forearm, and as big around as her wrist. It stuck straight out from his groin like the branch of a tree.

“I don’t know. Are you gonna use it on me?” she said.

“Oh yeah. You know it,” he said.

He hooked his hands under her knees and pulled her legs apart. She was trembling. Her eyes were locked on the end of his huge, swaying cock. It moved closer to that sensitive pink area between her legs. The first guy’s penis felt great inside her. Was his as big as this one?

He held it around the middle of the shaft and lined the head up with her pussy. It touched her delicate opening and she flinched. It was hot. He pushed forward. The head split her pussy lips and stretched them open. He kept pushing. More of his cock sunk into her, stretching her even more.

“Oh my God,” she said in a low whisper, and groaned.

She bit her lower lip. Her toes curled. It was still stretching her open. No, this one was much bigger than the first guy.

She squeezed her eyes shut. Was he making her cum again? It was hard to separate the pain of being stretched open from the pleasure of having such a huge cock forced inside her.

The head of his cock bumped up against something deep in her belly, and she jumped. She put her hand on his stomach, pushing him back.

“That’s deep enough,” she said in a trembling, wavering voice.

“I still got half of my cock to go,” he said.

Allie looked down between her spread legs. How could she take that obscenely huge thing inside her tiny hole? It looked like he was impaling her on a baseball bat, and still had several inches to get into her.

“What are you going to do?” she said.

“What I came here to do,” he said.

He pulled his hips back so a few inches of his cock slid out of her pussy. The shaft was shiny with a coating of her juices. He leaned forward and p

ushed those few inches of thick cock back into her. She groaned out loud.

The pain of being stretched was gone. She was left with the slow, gentle friction of his cock sliding in and out of her hole. She rocked her hips back and forth to the slow, gentle rhythm of his hips.

Slow and gentle didn’t last long. His hips pumped faster and deeper with every stroke, until he was fucking her fast and hard, and she was screaming out loud. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her body twitched and jerked. If she was cumming, it was hard to tell. There were so many intense sensations running through her body it was hard to keep anything straight.

The bathroom door opened. Allie turned to look. Her mouth hung open and she had drool dripping from the corner, and her eyes wouldn’t focus. Outside the door, it looked like about a dozen people staring at them.

“Shut the fucking door,” the tall guy shouted.

Allie jumped. She would have slipped off the counter, but she was pinned to it by his huge cock.

The door stayed open for a moment, then slammed shut. The tall, gorgeous guy between her legs grumbled something she couldn’t make out, and started fucking her even harder.

She turned her head up to the ceiling and groaned. Her legs hung limp in his hands. She could do nothing but take it, but it was the best thing she had ever taken in her life. When she started to cum, she was sure of it.

“Oh … Oh God … Oh God,” she shouted.

She didn’t notice that he was cumming, too, until she felt the splash of hot cum deep in her belly. Her body shook and lights flashed in her eyes, and she nearly passed out. Her vision dimmed. When it came back, the tall, gorgeous stranger was motionless between her legs, panting and huffing.

“That was … incredible,” she said. She was panting, too.

He wiped the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand.

“Yeah,” he said, as if it was no big deal, as if he fucked the hell out of younger co-eds every day.

She glanced down at his cock, still buried in her pussy, then back up to his passive face. She frowned. He probably did.

He lifted himself off of her. Their sweaty skin peeled apart like they had been held together by an industrial strength adhesive. Allie watched his cock slip slowly out of her hole. It looked no less erect than when they started. It was coated with their fluids more than three quarters of the way down the shaft. Her eyebrows arched. She got that much of his cock inside her? Where did it all go?

The head of his cock finally fell out, and drooped between his legs like a hose, almost to his knees. But only a drop of cum leaked out from her pussy lips. Had it run out of her already? She sat up. No, it was sloshing around inside her.

She hopped off the counter. With her feet apart on the cold tile floor, she pushed on her belly below her navel. A flood of cum gushed out of her pussy and ran down the insides of her legs, all the way to her feet.

“Wow. That’s a lot of cum,” she said.

He was pulling his pants back up.

“Yeah. I do that,” he said, like it was an everyday thing for him.

Allie stared at the cum dripping down her legs. She hoped she didn’t get pregnant. Between the two of these strange men, she would never know which one was the father.

He smacked her bare ass with the palm of his hand, and she jumped.

“You’re one hot fuck, babe. Great tits, too,” he said, pointing to her bare chest.

He opened the door and went out. She let out a sigh. She tucked her heavy boobs back into the bra and pulled her shirt down. She used a handful of tissues to clean the cum from her legs. Her torn panties were still hanging on the edge of the waste basket. She pulled up her jeans. It felt funny to have the rough fabric rub against her bare, sensitive crotch.

She opened the bathroom door. Outside was a group of people, all staring at her. She tensed. Did they all know what had just happened?

She pushed through them to the main room, where she finally found Erin.

“What happened?” she said.

Allie took a breath. Her face was flushed and warm.

“Oh my God. It was so fantastic. He was like this,” she said, and held her hands about a foot apart.

Erin’s mouth fell open.

“No way. And he fucked you?”

Allie nodded. “I lost my panties, too.”

Erin squeezed her hands and both girls laughed out loud. Beside them, another girl was standing with her back to them, talking with two other girls. They stopped laughing when they heard part of their conversation.

“Can you believe it? I bet that slut didn’t even know that guy,” she said, and the other two girls shook their heads.

On Monday morning, Allie was late arriving to her debate class. All through the competition preparation, she had trouble focusing her concentration. The mock debates breezed by, and she hardly noticed.

At the end of class, she was packing her books into her backpack. She had a grin on her face that would not go away, even when Suzette, the teacher’s assistant, walked over to her desk, shaking her head.

“Allie, I’m so sorry you didn’t make the debate team. What happened? You were so well prepared,” she said.

Allie let out a sigh. She felt like she could float away.

“I don’t know. I went to this really wild party, and there was this really loud band, and so many cute guys. I guess I was just distracted.”

Suzette had a frown on her face.

“I could never go to one of those wild frat parties.”

“Why not?” Allie said.

She zipped up the backpack and slung the strap over her shoulder. Suzette leaned closer and lowered her voice.

“My girlfriend? She was at that party with her boyfriend, and he’s from out of town? She said that people were doing it right in the bathroom. Can you believe it?” she said.

Allie made a horrified look on her face, and covered her open mouth with her hand.

“Oh my God. No, I don’t believe it,” she said, and tried not to laugh.

Suzette nodded, looking straight into her eyes.

“She said she and her boyfriend witnessed a girl having sex with a professor, right in the bathroom.”

“Oh my God. He was a professor?” Allie said out loud.

She repeated it in her head. He was a professor? How could she find out what class he taught?

Suzette was nodding. The look in her eyes was grave.

“Now she’s afraid he wants to break up with her because she goes to a school with such low morals. Can you believe that?” she said.

Allie grinned.

“Give her my phone number. Tell her to have him give me a call. I’ll see if I can change his mind about morals,” she said, and walked out of the classroom.

She walked with her head up and it felt like her feet barely touched the ground. Now all she had to do was find out what class he taught. She was going to have to change her major to faculty anatomy.

Tony’s Sex Emporium

They walked into Tony’s Sex Emporium holding hands. The first thing he noticed was the distinct, acrid odor of marijuana smoke. He hadn’t smelled it since college, and that was more than a few years ago. And there was the sound of heavy metal music, not too loud, but low enough that he couldn’t make out what it was.

His wife, Jo, walked with her head up, looking very confident and sure of herself, which was more than he could say for himself. She was about five foot six and slim with long black hair and small breasts, but with long, gorgeous legs. Making the decision to go to a sex shop did not make him nervous. However, now that they were actually walking into one, he was feeling very uneasy.

It was a small shop, and the racks were tall. One whole wall was covered with video boxes, and their covers with the naked women in obscene poses seemed to jump out at them. Along the back wall were the magazines, again mainly with pictures of barely dressed women in obscene poses.

It was to the right where the racks of sex toys and equipment was displayed. Jo pointed in that direction, and that was where they went.

Behind the counter was a tall, Arab-looking man with thick, black hair, a square jaw with the shadow of a beard, and long, neatly trimmed sideburns. He didn’t bother to look when they came into the shop. He appeared to be talking with a dark-haired, pale-skinned young woman who was leaning on the end of the counter, except that he hardly seemed to notice her. Dressed as she was in knee-high boots, tight cut-off jean shorts and a cut-off pink tank top shirt that showed her nipples, she was difficult to not notice.

Jo nudged him with her hand.

“Don’t stare, David. It’s rude,” she said.

“I’m not staring. I’m … checking out the merchandise.”

“Whatever. Come on. What we came to see is over there,” she said, and pointed to the right, in the direction of the sex toys.

She pulled his hand and led the way. David allowed himself to be taken in that direction, but he managed one last glance at the young woman at the counter before she was gone from view.

He had to remind himself that they were there for a reason, and that reason involved a lot of money. This whole new career that Jo had stumbled into made him excited and anxious at the same time, even though he was the one who got her started.

In one section of the display was a collection of devices that might have been the favorites of Torquemada in his time, somehow modified by today’s standards to bring pleasure and not pain. David stared at them, but for most of the devices and contraptions, it was too difficult to figure out what they were for or how they were to be used.

The other section of the display was much more obvious, and exactly what they were hoping to find. He and Jo stood side by side, holding hands, staring at the vast array of dildos and vibrators on the wall before them, all in a variety of colors, sizes and … features.

“Well … Which one do you think we should get?” Jo said.

Her voice was low, as if she was afraid to let anyone else in the shop hear what she was saying.

David shrugged. The spectacle of it all made him dizzy.

“I don’t know. What did Tran tell us to expect?”

Jo sighed.

“Let’s see. He told us that our client was young and well-connected, and, I don’t remember. What was the term he used?”

“Well-hung,” David said.

“Yes. Well-hung. And if I recall correctly, he said to expect our man to be eight inches, at

least,” she said.

David’s eyebrows went up.

“Eight inches? That’s a sizeable improvement over the other’s isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure you can handle that? Have you ever been with a man that size?” David said.

Jo sighed again.

“No, and no, which is why we’ve come to this place. Now, do you see anything that might suit our purposes?”

“How about this one? It says it’s eight inches,” David said.

He selected one of the packages off the rack and held it up for Jo to inspect. Her eyebrows dropped low and she frowned.

“Do they have one that’s not green, and doesn’t have sparkles?” she said.

Dave replaced the package on the rack.

“There’s this one. It’s very life-like,” he said, and held up another package.

But Jo’s head was shaking.

“Don’t be ridiculous, David. It’s as big around as … as an oil can. There’s no way I can get my mouth around that, or anything else for that matter.”

David turned the package in his hands.

“It is rather large,” he said.

“Anything I can help you with?” a man’s deep voice said from behind them.

They both turned at the same time. The tall, Arab-looking man was standing behind them, with his hands behind his back and his eyebrows arched.

“Um, yes, well … We’re looking for a, um … a, you know …” Jo said, and held up the package with the life-like dildo, as if she wasn’t able to come up with the words for it.

The Arab-looking man smiled. His teeth were straight and perfect.

“My name is Tony. Is there anything in particular you’re looking for?” he said.

He looked at David, as if he preferred that he respond to his questions. David, though, was staring at Jo. He blinked, and still could not take his eyes off of her. What was happening? He’d never seen her stutter or be at a loss for words. Was she losing her cool?

Jo frowned.

“Well, no. I can’t say … anything in particular, you see … I have, well, we have this … acquaintance, you see …” she tried to say.

Tony nodded as he listened, but looked terribly confused.

David took the life-like dildo from Jo’s hands and replaced it on the display. She stared at him like she hadn’t imagined that was possible.

“We have a friend who has made an unusual request. He would like Jo to deep throat his penis, and so we need to learn how,” he said.

Jo glared at him like she was trying to shoot him with daggers from her eyes. Her jaw was clenched.

Tony touched his index finger to his lips.

“And do you know the dimensions of your friend’s cock?” he said.

David felt a shiver up his spine. He had never heard anyone talk to his wife with such bold words. It gave him a thrill.

“We, um, I mean to say, I haven’t … actually seen his … yet,” Jo said, gesticulating with her hands as if they might form the words she was afraid to speak.

David cleared his throat. Tony’s eyes turned to him from his wife’s frantic hands.

“We’ve been assured that he’s no less than eight inches,” he said.

“So does that mean he could be bigger?” Tony said.

David and Jo looked at each other. Her mouth hung open. That had never occurred to him, either. What if he was bigger?

Jo’s head shook.

“I hope to God he’s not bigger than that. There’s no way. Not like that,” she said.

David watched her face. There was a faint tone of panic in her voice.

Tony reached past them for one of the packages on the display.

“I’ve found that a woman can have amazing abilities, especially when she’s in a heightened state of arousal,” he said.

He opened the package of another life-like dildo, not quite as thick, but definitely longer than eight inches. He handed it to Jo.

“Go ahead. Feel it,” he said.

She hesitated a moment before she held out her hand, and he dropped the dildo into it. Her eyes flashed wider, and her nostrils flared. She held it with both hands and ran her fingers along its length. Her face flushed.

Tony was nodding, and he had a big grin on his face. David would have grinned as well, but he was more concerned about concealing the growing bulge in the front of his slacks.

“You like it, don’t you?” Tony said.

His eyes were on Jo’s face, and she was gazing back at him.

“Yes. It’s … It’s …” she started to say.

“Try it out. Don’t be shy,” Tony said, and pointed to the dildo.

David nodded his head rapidly. He wanted to emphasize Tony’s words. Try it out. For God’s sake, try it out.

Jo watched both of them out of the corner of her eye. David was holding his breath. This was usually the point where she took charge of situations like she always did, the point where he always wound up disappointed.

This time, though, she didn’t say anything in that take-charge, authoritative tone that she used with him. This time, she glanced to her right, toward the entrance of the shop.

“Ok. All right. We’ll just give it a try,” she said.

She turned so her back was to the door, so only the two of them, Tony and David, could see what she was doing. She raised the dildo, holding it in both hands. The tip, or head, or end, grazed her red lips. She opened her mouth wide, stuck her tongue out, and pushed the dildo in.

David groaned, and bit the inside of his cheek. His knees felt weak. It never failed to be the most incredible sight, to see another man’s cock in his wife’s mouth, even if it was fake.

Her eyes were on them, moving back and forth between Tony and David. She worked several inches of the long dildo into her mouth, sliding it back and forth between her lips. David closed his eyes and squeezed his hands into fists, hoping he didn’t pass out right there.

“How deep can you take it?” Tony said.

Jo looked straight at him and blinked. She tried to say something, but all that came out around the thick dildo was an unintelligible mumble.

She turned her head up, as if to get a better angle for the dildo to go down her throat. Holding the end with both hands, high in the air, she pushed it even deeper into her mouth, until she struggled with it and started to gag. She quickly pulled it out of her mouth and coughed.

“I don’t think it’s going to be that easy,” David said, and reached out to hold his wife’s shoulders.

Tony had put his hands on his hips.

“You might have better luck with the real thing,” he said.

Jo shook her head. She had saliva running down her chin, and wiped it away with the back of her hand.

“I have to learn how to do it before my … appointment,” she said.

“I’ll tell you what. You can practice on me,” Tony said.

“What?” David said.

Tony’s hand reached down and rubbed the front of his slacks. David and Jo looked down at his hand at the same time. David’s mouth fell open. His hand rubbed an enormous, long, thick bulge that hung down the leg of his slacks, almost to his knee.

David looked at Jo. Her eyes looked horrified. Her head was shaking.

“If you can handle me, you can handle anyone,” Tony said.

“I-I don’t think so,” Jo said.

She was staring at that long bulge. Her face was pale. David licked his lips. This opportunity was too good to pass up. What was he going to have to do to see his wife with a cock that size in her mouth?

Jo’s head shook faster.

“No … No. There’s no way,” she said.

David touched her arm.

“Maybe we should try it. I think it would be helpful to have someone who can show us how,” he said.

Tony stepped up to Jo and touched her cheek. She looked up to his eyes. When he spoke, his voice was low and soft, as if David wasn’t even there.

/> “Don’t be frightened, baby. It looks more intimidating that it really is,” he said.

As he talked, he took her hand and moved it down over the front of his slacks, right over the bulge of his erection. He held her hand there for a few seconds, and when he took his hand away, she continued to rub it on her own.

Tony glanced over at David, and there was a faint smile on his face. David smiled back, and his head nodded, very slightly.

Tony took Jo’s hand again, and led her away from the display of dildos and vibrators.

“Come on. Let me introduce you to my friend. What’s your name again?” he said.

“Jo.”

“Jo. Good. Come on with me.”

David remained in his spot with his hands in his pockets, shaking his head. This was too good to be true. He didn’t want to miss it.

He followed them to the front of the shop. Tony led Jo to the end of the counter, where the dark-haired young woman was sitting. Her name was Angel. Tony explained the whole situation to her. She sat back on her stool, with one foot on the floor and one foot on one of the rungs. She looked Jo from her head to her feet, and back up again. She shrugged.

“Sure. Whatever,” she said, and got off the stool.

Tony shut off the Open sign and locked the front door, and they all followed him to the office at the back of the shop. David brought up the rear, behind the dark-haired girl, whose name was Phyllis. The way her ass moved side to side in her tight shorts made him grin. He didn’t know what was going to happen, but whatever it was, it was going to be good.

Inside the office, Tony closed the door. Phyllis was chewing gum, and it cracked loudly in the small room. She put one hand on her hip and pushed that hip way out to the side.

“Let me get this straight. You want me to show this broad how to give head?” she said, and pointed a long, painted nail at Jo.

Tony stood by his desk and started to unbuckle his pants.

“Not just give head. How to deep throat a long cock,” he said.

“Oh. I gotcha,” Phyllis said.

Tony dropped his slacks to the floor. His penis swung free. David’s jaw dropped open, as did Jo’s. It was stupendously long and thick, at least a foot long, like an elephant’s trunk hanging from the front of his abdomen.

David closed his mouth. He and Jo stared at it. Phyllis reached over and put her hand around it.

“You two doin’ porn movies or something?” she said.

“Not movies. We have a client who has requested this special service,” David said.

He could not take his eyes from Phyllis’ hand, moving back and forth on Tony’s long, thick shaft. It looked like a child’s hand by comparison.

Phyllis frowned. “A client?”

She looked at Tony, like they shared a silent comment. David squeezed his lips together to hide his grin. He could imagine what they were thinking. If they only knew.

“Is this client’s cock big enough to deep throat?” Phyllis said, with a skeptical look in her eyes.

“We’ve been told he’s at least eight inches,” Jo said.

“That should be big enough for what you gotta do. Not as big as Tony’s got, of course,” Phyllis said, and hefted Tony’s enormous cock so it was pointed in their direction, as if they might have missed it earlier.

“Do you think it will work?” Tony said.

“Yeah. I think it’ll work. Let me show ya what ya gotta do,” she said.

She got down on her knees in front of Tony. Her hand was stroking his cock.

“First, you gotta suck on him for a while, get him good and worked up. And you gotta let yourself relax, get used to the size of his cock.”

She put the end of Tony’s cock in her mouth and moved her head back and forth slowly. Her bright red lips were stretched wide around it, and she slurped noisily.

David squeezed his eyes shut. His hard penis strained against the front of his slacks. Tony’s massive cock looked incredible in this pretty girl’s mouth. He didn’t know how he was going to be able to stand it when Jo had that thing in her mouth. He just hoped she didn’t back out before they got that far.

Phyllis pulled Tony’s cock out of her mouth and turned to look straight at Jo.

“What you gotta do is relax and swallow, and let it slide down your throat,” she said.

She put Tony’s cock back into her mouth. She was holding it around the base with her left hand, and had her right hand on Tony’s thigh. She worked her head back and forth a few times, then shoved her head forward on it real hard. She gagged furiously, like she was choking on it. But her gagging stopped abruptly, and the long, thick cock was sliding down her throat.

Tony was looking at Jo with a grin on his face, like it didn’t affect him, like he couldn’t wait for her to take her turn.

With half of Tony’s cock down her throat, Phyllis stopped, let go of the base, and held her hands up, as if to say “Look, no hands”. Her eyes were turned to look in Jo’s direction because she was unable to turn her head. Jo’s mouth hung open, and her eyebrows were arched up.

As if that wasn’t impressive enough, Phyllis grabbed Tony’s hips and pulled herself toward him, taking the rest of his cock all the way down her throat. Her nose touched his stomach and his big, fat balls slapped against her chin. David blinked. He could see her neck bulge out with the impression of his cock going down her throat.

Phyllis held it there for a few seconds, then pulled it all the way out, slowly, like a shiny serpent emerging from its den. Her saliva dripped from the end of it, and ran down her chin. She wiped it away with the back of her hand.

“You wanna try it now?” she said, and looked at Jo.

She touched her hand to her chest, and her eyes gaped.

“M-Me? I … I don’t know,” she said.

But she was already moving toward Tony and his massive cock. She knelt to the floor beside Phyllis, and looked at her with a quick flash of a nervous smile.

David shifted on his feet and crossed and recrossed his arms. His mouth was watering. This was going to be good. The anticipation was killing him.

Jo took Tony’s cock from Phyllis. Her hand moved up and down the shaft and she stared at the big, swollen head like she didn’t know what to do with it.

“Just go slow,” Tony said.

From her knees, Jo looked way up at him and nodded. She licked her lips, opened her mouth wide, and let his big cock head slip in.

David was the one who groaned out loud. They all turned to look at him. He bit the inside of his cheek. He was embarrassed, but so what? Let them look. This was too good to be upset about something so trivial at the moment.

Jo looked at Phyllis and Tony again and smiled, as if to apologize for her husband’s behavior.

“Now go ahead and give it a try, just like Phyllis told you,” Tony said.

He held his cock around the base and pushed it toward her, like he was getting impatient. She nodded, and was looking straight at it, focusing all her efforts.

She licked around the head a few times, and down the shaft, smothering it with her wet lips and tongue. The whole time, her head was turned so she could look directly at David. He squeezed his hands into fists and clenched his teeth so hard he was afraid they would crack. He hated that she knew how to turn him on so bad.

She took the head of Tony’s cock in her mouth again and slowly moved her head back and forth. She could barely fit that much between her lips. Her jaw looked like it was going to split. How was she supposed to get the rest of that thing down her throat?

The more Jo worked her head back and forth, the more of Tony’s cock she could get into her mouth. It was only a few minutes before the first few inches of his cock was shiny with Jo’s saliva, and she was sliding those few inches of thick cock in and out between her lips with the deliberate slowness that she had used many times to drive men crazy. From the look on Tony’s face, it seemed to be working on him, as well.

“Well fuck me, woman. You are good at this,” Phyllis said, with her hands on her hips.

Jo took Tony’s cock out of her mouth. He groaned.

“Shit, girl. Don’t stop now,” he said.

“What do I do next?” Jo said with an innocent note in her voice like she was learning from her big sister how to apply makeup.

Phyllis held one hand up like she was holding an imaginary cock.

“Now you try to ease it to the back of your mouth, and when you feel pressure on your throat, you have to make yourself relax completely so you don’t gag, and then swallow.”

Jo nodded as she listened. Her hand continued to work back and forth on Tony’s cock. He was looking down at her with a big smile. When she took the end of his cock in her mouth again, his eyes closed and his lips made an O shape and he moaned.

David fought back his own sighs and groans. He wanted to reach down and rub the bulge in the front of his slacks, but it was bad enough that it was sticking out where they could all see.

Jo worked her head back and forth. When it came to the point where she was ready, she pushed her head forward, which jammed his cock deeper into her mouth than it had yet gone. Her eyes squeezed shut and she gagged horribly.

David cringed. She bobbed her head back and forth some more. The line of saliva had moved down the shaft of Tony’s cock, almost to the mid-point.

She tried it again. She leaned forward, into Tony’s cock, squeezed around the shaft with both hands, and gagged horribly again. She pulled his cock out of her mouth and coughed. Her chin was covered with saliva. She wiped it away, and when she looked at Phyllis, her cheeks were bright red.

“I seem to be having a bit of trouble with this,” she said.

“What do you got to help her out?” Tony said.

Phyllis nodded. Her finger wagged.

“I know just what you need.”

She reached into her purse and pulled out a bottle of red fluid with a finger pump on top.

“I always keep a bottle of this with me. Never know when I’m gonna n

eed it,” she said.

“What is it?” Jo said.

“Chloraseptic.”

She handed the bottle to Jo, who turned it in her hands, with a puzzled look on her face.

“Chloraseptic? What do I do with this?”

Phyllis made a disgusted noise and rolled her eyes. She took the bottle back.

“You spray it in your mouth, of course. It numbs your throat. Kills the gag reflex. Now open up.”

Jo hesitated a second, and glanced at David. But Phyllis was waiting, so she turned her head up and opened her mouth wide. Phyllis squirted the bottle into her mouth twice. Jo cleared her throat and smacked her lips a few times.

“I don’t know if this is going to work,” she said, and touched her throat with her fingertips.

Phyllis lifted Tony’s cock for her to take hold.

“It’ll work. You’ll be amazed. Try it,” she said.

Jo took his cock in her hand again, but she held it gingerly and watched it carefully, like it was a snake that had bit her. She took a breath, licked her lips, opened her mouth, and put the cock in. Tony groaned and smiled.

“Oh yeah, baby. I don’t know what you’re feeling, but your mouth feels fantastic,” he said.

He glanced at David out of the corner of his eye, as if he wanted to rub it in. David’s erection twitched in his slacks and he bit the inside of his cheek.

Jo pulled his cock out of her mouth and looked up at Phyllis. Her head was shaking.

“You’re right. It works. I don’t feel like I want to gag at all,” she said.

She opened her mouth wide and wolfed on Tony’s huge cock like she was trying to impale herself on it. David’s jaw fell open. He couldn’t believe how deep she was taking it in her mouth. But then he grinned. It was what was going to happen next that made his mouth water with anticipation.

Jo paused a moment with just the head of Tony’s cock in her mouth. She was taking deep breaths, like she was working herself up for the big moment.

She slid his cock deep into her mouth until it seemed to get stuck, right around the mid-point of the shaft. Her eyes were squeezed shut and tears were running down her cheeks. The veins in her neck and her temples bulged and throbbed.

The choking noises from her throat made David very tense. Should he put a stop to this? The last thing he wanted was for his precious young wife to give up her life just for a cheap gimmick, even if it was for a very important client.

“Swallow, dear. Don’t forget to swallow,” Phyllis said.

Jo made a big effort to swallow, and Tony’s cock lodged even deeper into her mouth. David’s breath caught in his own throat, like he was feeling sympathetic pains for his dear wife.

“Oh fuck,” Tony said in a low voice.

“Now breathe through your nose,” Phyllis said.

Jo moved her head like she was trying to nod, but of course she couldn’t because she had a huge cock lodged in her throat. Her nostrils flared, as if she was breathing through her nose with an effort. She started to move her head back and forth slowly, sliding his cock down her throat and back out again. His eyes bulged out of his head. She was really doing it, and it was better than he could have imagined.

“Oh baby. I’m gonna cum,” Tony said.

He put his hands on either side of her head and pulled her all the way in toward his stomach. His huge horse cock stretched her jaw even wider. Jo was screaming and pushing against his legs with both hands. Her voice was nothing more than a muffled squeak, of course, with all of that cock in it, and Tony was groaning and bucking his hips forward, as if he didn’t notice her cries, or he just didn’t care.

David blinked. He should have done something to help her, but he was too caught up in the thrilling spectacle to do anything about it. He could see the way that her neck expanded with every throb of Tony’s cock, and this time it was her eyes that bulged out of her head.

Tony’s body jerked with each spasm. David didn’t know how Jo could take it. The whole thing went on for so long. How much cum was he pumping down his poor wife’s throat?

Finally, Tony released Jo’s head from his grip, and she pushed herself away from him with her hand on his thighs. His cock came out of her throat slowly, with a wet, sucking sound. When the fat, purplish head finally fell from between her lips, it was followed by a gush of cum that was so white and so thick that at first David thought his wife had spit up a mouthful of latex paint.

She bent over the puddle on the floor, coughing. David started to move toward her, but Tony held up his hand, with a stern look in his eye, and he stopped in his tracks.

“Do you got it?” Tony said.

Jo coughed some more, and nodded.

“I think I got it,” she said.

She rubbed her neck. Her voice was hoarse. She pushed herself to her feet. She stuck out her right hand and shook Tony’s hand. His cock bobbed awkwardly between them. Her saliva dripped from the tip into the puddle on the floor between her feet.

“Thanks for your help,” Jo said in her soft, hoarse voice.

But Tony didn’t let go of her hand. He had a grin on his face, and he looked deep into her eyes.

“You’re turned on, aren’t you?” he said.

Jo’s face blushed. She tried to pull her hand away, but he wouldn’t let her go. David’s toes curled in his shoes, and his hands squeezed the edge of the desk. Was there more to this show?

“Your pussy’s wet, isn’t it? I mean really wet, like dripping down your leg?” Tony said.

Jo glanced at David, like she was almost sorry for what she was about to do, and she nodded.

“Don’t look at your husband. He wants it as bad as you.”

Jo straightened her back and seemed to recover some of her composure.

“What is it you think he wants?” she said in her hoarse voice.

Tony took her hand and put it around his thick, sticky cock.

“To see you fucking this cock. Isn’t that right, David?” he said.

“Oh yes,” David said, and nodded eagerly.

Jo stared at him with her mouth hanging open, like she was horrified that he would say such a thing, but her hand was moving back and forth on Tony’s cock.

He put his hands on her waist and lifted her off the floor like she was a doll that weighed nothing. She was looking into his face with big, wondrous eyes, as if she was a doll. He put his hands between her luscious thighs and pried them apart. He pushed her short skirt up to her waist and ripped her panties off. Jo put her bare ass on the hard wooden desktop and gasped, but she did nothing to try to get away from him.

Tony was standing between her spread legs, holding her knees in each hand. Jo was watching his huge cock.

“Now, I want you to put my cock in your pussy,” he said.

Jo propped herself back on the desk with one arm and closed her other hand around his cock. She licked her lips. She guided the fat head of his cock to her pussy, but just as it touched her tiny, delicate slit, she frowned.

“I-I don’t think it’s gonna fit,” she said.

Tony laughed.

“Nonsense. I fucked my sister with this cock when she was twelve. If she can take it, so can you,” he said.

“Your sister?” Jo said with a disgusted sneer.

David swallowed and wiped the perspiration from his upper lip. He felt light headed. God, how he would love to see Tony fucking a young girl with that huge cock.

Tony leaned forward so the head of his cock pressed into Jo’s slit. She winced.

“She may not have wanted me to fuck her. At least not that first time.”

Jo was staring at Tony’s face, and when she looked down between her legs, the head of his cock had poked into her pussy.

“Holy shit,” she said.

Her voice was a squeak like a mouse. Tony chuckled.

“Yeah. I get that a lot.”

David chuckled himself. It was amusing to see his wife so out of her element. It would be nice when she got back to her old dom

ineering self. For now, though, he was going to enjoy watching her be the one who was domineered.

Jo grabbed Tony’s arm in a death grip. Her knuckles were white. She had beads of sweat on her brow. She looked hard into his eyes.

“Tony. Please. Don’t hurt me,” she said in her weak, hoarse voice.

Tony dragged her toward him so her ass was on the edge of the desk, and the head of his cock poked deeper into her pussy. Jo yelped.

“It’s gonna hurt, child. You’ll get over it in a hurry.”

Phyllis was standing by the desk, staring down between Jo’s legs where Tony’s cock breached her tiny slit. She had her hand on her hip and chuckled.

“I know that’s right,” she said.

Tony pushed forward with his hips. Jo whimpered and tried to crawl away from him, but he was holding her knees tight. She had that horrified look on her face again. He shoved forward with his hips.

“No. No. Not so hard,” Jo said in a pathetically weak voice.

“Don’t fight it, baby. We gotta get it in you,” Tony said.

He readjusted his grip so that her knees were in the crooks of his elbows and her legs were bent back. He grabbed her hips with both hands and shoved forward with his hips. A couple of inches of his cock jammed into her pussy. Her mouth fell open, but no sound came out. David flinched and his eyes squinted.

“Don’t tell me that’s it, baby. I think you can take the whole thing,” Tony said.

David nodded and wiped the drool from the corners of his mouth. God, yes, he wanted to see her take more of that cock. He wanted to see her take all of it.

But Jo just stared at him with a blank, bewildered face. It was hard to tell how much of Tony’s cock was inside her by then. It had to be several inches, that was certain. He was working his hips back and forth slowly, now, and whether or not Jo was still feeling the discomfort of being stretched, a little bit more of his cock pushed into her each time.

Jo’s arms had been propped behind her on the desk to hold her up, but they finally gave out and she lay flat on her back. Tony bent her legs back and used his hands to cup under her ass and lift her off the desk to a height that gave him a better angle to drive his cock into her.

Finally, David could resist no longer. He reached down to rub the bulge of his erection through the front of his slacks. This strange man was driving his monstrous cock into his delicate young wife. How could any normal man be expected to resist that sight for as long as he had?

The only one who noticed was Phyllis, and when she looked across the office at him and saw his hand moving furiously over the crotch of his slacks, she smiled. He was only slightly relieved that she wasn’t going to make a huge thing out of it in front of Tony and Jo.

The door opened and David jumped, nearly high enough to hit the ceiling. He jerked his hand away from the front of his slacks. A young man with blonde hair poked his head into the office.

“Hey boss. Where’d you put the keys?” he said.

“On the wall,” Tony grunted, and nodded toward the opposite wall.

The young blonde man walked across the office to get the keys. He smiled at Phyllis, but didn’t seem to notice David. Nor did he seem to be affected by the sight of Tony fucking the hell out of a young woman on his desk. He grabbed the keys off the hook on the wall and was gone again.

David stared at the door. Who the hell was that? And did Tony fuck women on his desk so frequently that no one who came into the shop was surprised when he did? Judging by the disinterested look on Phyllis’ face and the casual way she was watching, that was probably the case.

Tony was pounding his cock into Jo’s pussy. Her legs hung limp over his arms, and she stared blankly at the ceiling, as if she was too delirious to do anything about the assault. Her head rolled side to side and she moaned like she had been drugged. Tony’s cock was almost entirely buried in her pussy and her soft, pink lips had been stretched much further than normal to allow it in.

Tony’s hips pumped back and forth and when he started to cum, his body jerked and his back arched so that his head tilted way back, like he was groaning in anger at the ceiling.

He grunted two or three times and slammed his hips forward each time. His cock hammered even deeper into Jo’s pussy, but if she felt it or if she was even cumming herself, she didn’t show it. She continued to moan and roll her head side to side.

A thick, white fluid began to leak from her slit, around the shaft of Tony’s cock, and dripped on the desk. He jerked his hips back. His cock flopped out of her pussy and slapped on her belly with a wet smack. Immediately, a flood of cum followed it and spread over the desk and dripped off the edge.

Tony grunted and his back spasmed, and a long, thick rope of white cum shot out of the end of his cock, arched over Jo’s prone form like the trail of a comet across the night sky, and came down on her with a splat.

She yelped and flinched. It landed in her hair and on her face, and on her beautiful new outfit. Tony’s cock pointed up at an angle. It twitched and spat out another stream of cum that extended like a rope from the tip, all the way to the other end of the desk. Jo’s wide eyes watched it come down, and she squeezed them shut.

Tony grunted and jerked twice more, and twice more shot a thick load of cum across the desk and on top of Jo. Finally, his cock stopped firing like a hose and the last of his cum oozed from his cock onto her belly where her skirt was bunched at her hips.

The room had become very quiet, except for Tony’s panting. He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand. Beside him, Phyllis had a huge grin.

“God damn, Tony. That was fucking fantastic. How come you don’t fuck me like that more often?” she said.

Tony let Jo’s legs slip from his arms. He backed out from between her legs.

“I used to, remember? You told me to stop before I killed you.”

“Oh yeah. I forgot,” Phyllis said.

Jo lifted herself off the desk and sat up. She had a dazed look in her eyes. The front of her dark outfit was soaked. Her hair was matted and sticky, and Tony’s cum dripped from her nose and her chin. She blinked a couple of times.

“Wh-What happened?”

Phyllis snorted.

“Dear, you just got the best fucking you’ll ever get,” she said, and glanced at David.

He didn’t respond. She didn’t need to try to make him feel humiliated. That was the best part of the whole show. But despite himself, he started to grin. What would it be worth to see Phyllis get fucked like that?

Tony pulled up his pants, tucked his huge cock away, and fastened the zipper and the buckle. He took Jo’s hand and helped her off the desk. The blobs of cum that fell on her belly and whatever was still leaking from her slit ran down her legs, which were wobbly and unsteady. David stepped up to her side and took her other hand, with one arm around her waist.

“Steady, dear. Just go slow,” he said, and guided her toward the door.

“Listen. Thanks for the great fuck, baby,” Tony said and kissed the back of Jo’s hand.

She pulled her skirt down to cover herself. Her panties were nowhere in sight. She looked into Tony’s face and smiled.

“Thank you. It was … good,” she said.

Her voice was still a little hoarse, and her legs were still too weak to hold her up.

Tony opened the door for them.

“If you don’t mind me asking, who is this client of yours? The one with the eight inch cock?”

David stopped Jo at the door.

“He goes by the name William,” he said, and grinned when Tony’s eyebrows arched up.


The Intern

Her boobs were too big. Way too big. Maggie was standing in the bathroom, naked from the waist up, with a towel around her hips. The hot steam from the shower left a ring of condensation around the edges of the mirror over the sink, and she stared at her reflection with a frown on her face.

Her long, dark hair was combed straight back on her head, and hung to the middle of her back. She was beautiful, wasn’t she? Everyone always told her how beautiful she was. She smiled at her reflection. She got her features from her Mom. It was no wonder she was beautiful.

So where did she get her huge boobs? She cupped them in her hand and hefted them. Her Mom didn’t have 38 double D’s. They used to fit in her hands. Now they swelled out over her fingers like a pair of overfilled waterballoons.

She released them and they jiggled. She sighed. Her shoulders slumped. It didn’t matter how pretty her face was when she had those grotesquely huge things hanging from her chest.

She turned to go out of the bathroom to the bedroom of the small apartment. It was hard to ignore the way her oversized boobs jiggled and swayed when she walked, especially without her heavy bra.

In the bedroom, she put her hands on her hips. Her boyfriend, Gabe, was asleep on the mattress on the floor, snoring. He had dark, curly hair and a long, slender body. A streak of sunlight shined through the blinds onto his head, like he was a blessed angel.

She sighed again. One day, when she finished med school, she was going to spend some money and buy a good bed, and she was going to have a nice apartment to put it in. She cocked her head to the side. When she got that far in life, would Gabe still be with her?

His long legs were twisted in the sheet, and he was wearing only his white briefs. She smiled. He had a pretty good tent poking out the front of those shorts. He must have been having a pretty good dream.

Her smile drooped and turned into a frown. Was he dreaming about her, or that girl he was always talking to down at the diner? Her frown became an angry snarl. She hated that bitch. She was going to have to do something to make sure his mind was on her, and not that skinny bitch with the frizzy red hair.

Maggie crawled onto the mattress, being careful not to wake Gabe. She pulled down the front of his white briefs. His erection popped out like a jack-in-the-box, and she smiled. He had such a good looking penis, so healthy and pink. She just wished it could be a little bigger.

She kissed the head. He mumbled and she paused. Was that going to wake him up? He snored, and she smiled. She stuck out her tongue and licked the head. He moaned between his soft, gentle snores.

She closed her mouth over the end of his hard penis and moved her head up and down. She moaned and he moaned with her. It felt good sliding over her tongue, and moving in and out between her lips.

She had a good sized penis. But what she really would have liked was to find one of those guys with a really huge dick that she had heard about. She’d really like to know how it felt to have something like that sliding over her tongue, deep into her mouth, stretching her lips open.

Gabe moaned a little louder and stirred. He lifted his head. His sleepy eyes blinked. He rubbed them and looked at her, with his hard penis in her mouth.

“Maggie?” he said in a low, mumbled, sleepy voice.

“Morning sleepy head,” she said.

She smiled and pumped his dick in her hand.

He lifted himself on his elbows. His eyes were still sleepy, and only half-open.

“What’s going on?” he said.

Maggie sat up. She slipped the towel from around her waist and straddled him with her legs.

“It’s time to get up. You’re gonna be late for work.”

She reached down between her legs and guided his hard penis to her warm, wet slit. She lowered herself on it. Gabe groaned and rolled his eyes up and dropped back on the bed.

“Aw fuck, that feels so good,” he said.

Maggie leaned forward and put her hands on the mattress on either side of his head. She moved her hips up and down slowly. His penis felt good sliding in and out of her. She closed her own eyes, and had a warm, glowing smile on her lips.

Again, she imagined a guy with a really long, fat, hard cock pushing up inside her, stretching her open. How deep would it go? Would it feel good, or would it hurt too much? She shivered. Why was she so anxious to find out? She had Gabe. Shouldn’t she be satisfied with him?

His hands came up and closed over her boobs. He squeezed, and she bit her lip, trying not to groan out loud. She didn’t want him to know how ashamed she was. She sat up and put her hands over his.

“God, baby, I love your tits,” he said.

She opened her eyes. He was looking right at them, and his hands kneaded them like he was making pizza dough.

She squeezed her eyes shut. She was so embarrassed. Guys had a way of focusing on them, so much that she couldn’t even have a regular conversation with a guy without him trying to check them out. It made her feel like … a freak.

   

Maggie put the bottle of water on the black and white tiled floor between her feet and rubbed her temples. Her head was down, and her eyes were squeezed shut. The bright fluorescent lights didn’t help the throbbing in her head, and no matter how hard she squeezed her eyes shut, she could not make it dark enough.

“Come on, Maggie. We have patients to see,” Dr. Denso said.

She lifted her head and peeled her eyes open. He was standing at the counter of the lobby area of the VA clinic, writing on someone’s chart.

“Yes sir,” she said, and forced herself to smile.

She picked up the water bottle and took a drink. It was cool and refreshing, but she was going to need something stronger, like a beer. She’d have to get one tonight when she had dinner with Gabe, whenever that would be.

Dr. Denso smacked the pen down on the counter.

“Now, let’s get going,” he said.

He started walking to the examination rooms. She looked at the clock over the door in the lobby, where all the other patients were waiting. Was it only three in the afternoon? She groaned and scowled. These volunteer days at the VA clinic could be rough, rougher than being an intern at the hospital. It didn’t help that she had to work with Dr. Denso. He had to be the biggest asshole she’d ever met.

She followed him into exam room number three. He went straight to the sink to wash his hands. She paused just inside the door, too surprised to move. Sitting on the exam table was a good looking guy who looked like he wasn’t much older than her. She was used to seeing men who were old enough to be her father, or even her grandfather.

But what surprised her the most was that he was completely naked, except for the bandage on his left knee, and the towel over his waist. When he looked at her and smiled, her insides melted.

“Now, Tony. How’s that leg feeling?” Dr. Denso said.

He dried his hands with a paper towel and turned to face the young man. His grin dropped.

“Feeling better, Doc,” Tony said, and touched the bandage on his knee.

“Maggie, our patients don’t have to get undressed all the way,” he said, and looked at her with an angry scowl.

She opened her mouth to try to tell him she didn’t give him that instruction, but he turned away before she could say anything.

“Now, let’s have a look at that wound,” Dr. Denso said.

He helped Tony scoot back on the examination table so he could extend his leg.

“Maggie? Would you get this bandage off for me?” Dr. Denso said.

“Yes Doctor.”

She put on a pair of latex gloves and pulled the stool up to the examination table, where she could reach his leg. Her heart was pounding. She couldn’t keep her eyes off this fine looking man. He wasn’t lanky and skinny like Gabe, but muscular and athletic. But then, what else would she expect from a soldier?

“How’d you get this wound?” Dr. Denso said.

Tony chuckled, as if it was part of a college prank.

“I was in Afghanistan and my Humvee was hit by an RPG, and a piece of shrapnel blasted through the door, into my leg,” he said.

Maggie cut away the old bandage. She had no idea what he was talking about, when he talked in all those military terms.

She peeled the bandage away. Beneath it, he had a nasty, ragged gash in his leg that had been stitched. She fought the urge to wince. She couldn’t imagine how much that must have hurt.

“Let’s see what we have here,” Dr. Denso said, and pulled on a pair of latex gloves for himself.

Maggie rolled the stool backward, away from the table, and Dr. Denso moved into her position.

“Looks like a decent field dressing,” he said.

Behind his back, Maggie rolled her eyes. Did he have any idea what he was talking about?

She noticed Tony looking at her. She tensed. Was he checking out her boobs? She blinked. No, he was looking into her eyes, and he smiled. She blushed and looked away, trying not to let him see her smile.

Dr. Denso clapped his hands together.

“All right. I’ll get a clean bandage prepared, and we’ll get you an antibiotic boost, just to help you fight off infection. Maggie, would you clean this up for me?” he said.

He turned back to the counter and started preparing a new bandage. Maggie got the alcohol cleanser and the sterile swabs, and sat on the stool next to his leg.

“This might sting a little,” she said.

Tony just nodded. He seemed tense as well. Her own hands were shaking, and she wasn’t sure why.

She dipped the first swab in the cleanser and gently dabbed it around the stitches on his wound. If it stung, or if he felt any pain at all, he did a good job of not showing it.

But there was one thing he couldn’t hide, and it quickly started to show when she put her hand on his thigh. The front of the towel started to rise. She pretended not to notice, like it happened all the time, except that Tony was watching her. His muscles were rigid, and his eyes looked frightened. And the front of the towel kept rising.

When the towel slipped off and hung over his thigh like a defeated boxer hanging on the ropes, she could no longer pretend she didn’t notice.

Her eyes got wide. She was frozen with shock. His penis was huge. It stretched long and thick, and stood straight up. The bigger it got, the wider her eyes got. Maggie swallowed hard. Was what she was seeing for real?

Dr. Denso turned around with a clean bandage ready to go, and he, too, was frozen to his spot. The small room was quiet and tense, as if none of them knew what to do with this unexpected development.

<

br /> Dr. Denso cleared his throat and quickly recovered his professionalism.

“Well … Ok … Let’s just get that wound covered and you can be on your way,” he said.

Maggie got up from the stool and backed away slowly, like Tony had a huge gun pointed at her, and she didn’t want to take her eyes off of it. Dr. Denso sat down on the stool. He was holding the bandage with both hands. It should have been a simple matter to wrap it around Tony’s leg, but his massively long and thick penis was in the way, and he couldn’t seem to maneuver around it.

“Yes … Well, uh …” Dr. Denso said, and turned the bandage this way and that.

Maggie blinked again. She was mesmerized by this huge appendage in front of her that swayed side to side like a cobra ready to strike. She snapped out of her trance, reached over, grabbed Tony’s penis and bent it out of the way.

Dr. Denso glanced at her with an irritated frown, like he was angry that it took her so long to help him out of that uncomfortable situation. Maggie, though, didn’t notice. What she did notice was the soft, low groan from Tony, and the way he smiled at her with his eyes half closed.

She felt a shiver down her back. She was holding a stranger’s erect penis, and it felt great. This was no ordinary penis. This was a giant, one of those monster cocks she had heard about from other girls.

It was thick, so thick she couldn’t close her fingers around it. And it looked to be as long as her arm, from her elbow to her wrist. It pulsed and throbbed in her grip. It was as hard as a rock, and burned through the latex glove. This was the cock she had dreamed about. This was the kind of cock she could really …

Dr. Denso pushed the stool back and stood up.

“I can see you’re a little nervous, Tony. I’ll just give you a few minutes to calm down,” he said.

He left the new bandage on the counter, and with a quick, nervous smile, he walked out of the exam room.

Maggie watched the door close. What the hell was that all about?

She looked at Tony. He looked just as puzzled as her. She realized she was still holding his erection, and quickly let go.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

She turned to the counter, hoping to find something to occupy her. She was shaking all over. What was she supposed to do now? Should she stay and wait, or should she leave?

“Don’t worry about it,” Tony said, and laughed. “I scared a lot of girls with this before, but I don’t remember ever scaring a guy.”

“It was kinda funny, the way he ran out of here,” Maggie said, and chuckled.

She was feeling a little less nervous, until Tony put his hand around his cock and started to move it up and down. Her eyes got big again.

“You don’t mind if I do this, do you?” he said.

Maggie shook her head slowly.

“No. Not at all.”

Her eyes were fixed on his huge erection. It was enough just to stare at this magnificent object, enough to be in its presence. It was another thing, though, to watch him masturbate it. She’d never seen a guy do that, not even Gabe. But then, Gabe didn’t have the kind of penis that made her damp between her legs just by looking at it.

The room was uncomfortably silent. For a couple of minutes, she watched his hand move up and down on his long, thick shaft. Strangely, she was drawn to it, and pushed herself away from the cold, stainless steel counter.

“Uh … Would you like me to, uh, help you with that?” she said, and cringed.

Did she really just say that?

His hand stopped moving and he stared at her, like he couldn’t believe it, either.

“Uh … Sure,” he said.

Maggie hesitated before she took a step toward him. Her feet felt like they were stuck in thick mud. She should say something to save him from being disappointed, or angry, or worse, from expecting her to do more.

“I’m just doing this to help you relieve your tension. This is purely professional. Nothing more,” she said, as her hand reached for his cock.

He nodded. “I understand.”

His eyes watched her hand get closer to his cock.

She nodded, too. That was fine. But even if he did understand, she wasn’t so sure she genuinely felt that way herself. She was the one who wanted there to be more. She was the one who would be disappointed if nothing more happened.

She put her hand around the shaft. Instantly, she felt empowered. She moved her hand slowly up and down the shaft. Its energy surged through her fingers and up her arm.

She stared at the big, round head, and the slit at the tip that stared back at her. The tip of her tongue licked her lips. What would she have to do to feel this thing thrusting inside her, and then filling her with cum? She licked her lips again. Her mouth was dry.

She closed her eyes. God, yes, that was what she craved the most. She wanted his cum. She wanted to taste it in her mouth, and she wanted to feel it gushing from his cock and filling her belly. With balls as big as he had, she imagined he could produce a lot of cum.

“Are you ok?” Tony said.

Maggie’s eyes snapped open. What happened? Was she dreaming? She looked down at the huge cock in her hand.

“Yes. I’m fine. Thank you,” she said. She pumped her hand a little faster. “How does that feel? Is it working?”

Tony groaned. His eyes rolled shut.

“Oh fuck yeah,” he said.

Maggie pumped a little harder, with her hand squeezed a little tighter. She was breathing hard. She put her other hand around the shaft. It was going to take two hands to get this monster off.

She looked into Tony’s eyes. Her long, dark hair was hanging over her eyes.

“Let’s see how it works in my mouth,” she said.

She bent down and licked the head. Tony gasped. She kept her head down so she wouldn’t look at him. She didn’t want to give him any chance to make her think twice about what she was doing. Already, she’d gone way over the line. There was no way to go back now, so her only option was to take it even further.

She took a deep breath, opened her mouth wide, and lowered it over the end of his cock. He groaned.

“Oh baby. That’s gonna work for sure,” he said.

Her eyes bulged. She gagged. Clearly, this was much more cock than she was prepared to handle. Her jaw was stretched open as wide as it would go. Would it pop out of its hinge? How could she get her lips to stretch open that far? And her tongue was pressed flat to the bottom of her mouth. What was she thinking?

But she didn’t take it out. Instead, she moved her head up and down slowly, sliding the few inches of the end of his cock in and out of her mouth. Tony was going to report this to Dr. Denso, and she was going to lose her internship, and probably get kicked out of med school. So was it worth it to go back to waiting tables for the rest of her life just to feel this big, fat cock in her mouth? She sighed. If that was what it took.

A strange thought came to her. Of course. Why hadn’t she thought of that before?

Without taking his cock out of her mouth, she pulled her white lab coat off and pulled up her blouse. She unhooked her bra and pulled it away from her huge boobs. She moved her mouth up and down on the end of Tony’s cock, and he groaned.

Finally, it all made sense. She understood now what she could do with these oversized boobs. Gabe’s penis got lost between them, but they were perfect for tittyfucking a huge cock like Tony’s.

Maggie let his cock fall out of her mouth. She had a lot of saliva on her lips, and wiped it off with the back of her hand. Tony was watching her, like he wasn’t sure what she was going to do next. She was breathing hard. She didn’t know what she was going to do next, either.

She cupped her boobs in her hands. Her nipples were hard. She moved forward so the shaft of his cock nestled in the valley between her boobs, and she squeezed them together around it.

“Oh Jesus, Doctor. You got great tits,” Tony said.

Maggie blushed.

“I’m not a doctor yet, but thanks.”

He smiled at her. She didn’t understand. Why was it different? Lots of guys have told her she had great tits, such as Gabe, and even a couple of her father’s friends when she was younger. Every time, it made her furious, because it was like all they ever noticed about her were her big tits. So why was it different with Tony?

“We’re gonna need some lubrication,” she said.

She went over to the counter and dipped two fingers into the Vaseline. It was meant for rectal exams, but for her purpose, it would work perfectly.

She smeared it into the deep valley between her boobs. Tony was watching with a stupid grin and his eyebrows arched up. For some reason, he seemed to like that. She looked down at her boobs, glistening with grease, then at Tony, and grinned. She was feeling so devilish.

“I think that will do it,” she said.

She stepped up to Tony again and took his cock in her hand. She was still wearing the latex gloves, but now they were covered in grease. She pulled his cock between her boobs and stroked her fingers along its length.

Tony’s teeth were clenched. Maggie hesitated. Was she hurting him?

“Does that feel good?” she said.

He nodded. “You have no idea.”

Maggie smiled. “That’s good.”

She squeezed her boobs around his cock, and he fell back on the examination table, groaning, with the heels of his palms pressed down on his eyes. She rocked her torso up and down, sliding his thick, hot, hard cock between her boobs. It made an odd squishing sound.

It made her chuckle. She still wasn’t sure how it got that far. She only offered to help him jerk off to relieve his tension, so Dr. Denso could finish his job. And now here she was tittyfucking him, as much for her own enjoyment as for his.

Tony was writhing and pumping his hips up off the table. The head of his cock hit her in the chin a couple of times, and it was like getting punched by a boxer. He groaned from deep in his stomach, like he, too, had been punched in the stomach.

“Holy fuck. I can’t take it any more,” he said.

Maggie opened her mouth to ask if he’d like to slide his fat cock into something warmer, li

ke her pussy. Before she could get the words out, though, Tony grunted, his whole body jerked, and his cock shuddered in her grip. The slit at the end opened like a garage door, and a huge, thick, white stream of cum shot out, straight into her open mouth.

“Oh-Oh yes,” Tony said, and thrust up with his hips.

Maggie was too stunned to speak. What the hell just happened? She barely recovered enough to move her head back in time for the next stream of cum to shoot out. It went straight up, like a white rope in front of her eyes. It splattered on the cover of the fluorescent light directly over the examination table, and dripped on top of her head.

Tony grunted again, and another shot of cum hit right under her chin. It splattered like a shower of cum, and ran down over her bare chest, soaking into her blouse.

She still had a mouthful of cum that she didn’t know what to do with. This was the hot cum she had been craving, only, she never expected there to be so much. It covered her tongue and floated to the back of her mouth.

His cum had stopped shooting out like a fire hose, and had reduced to pumping out like a water fountain. It ran down over his cock and her hands.

She closed her mouth and swallowed. Her nose wrinkled. Her mouth was left with the taste of his cum. It was similar to Gabe’s, and other guys she had blown, only much more intense. And she still had globs of it floating behind her molars.

Tony sat up. He had the most distraught look on his face.

“Oh jeez. I-I’m sorry. I should have warned you about that,” he said.

Maggie tried to find a clean spot on the back of her wrist to wipe up the excess cum that had spilled out past her lips and down her chin, but her hands were covered with it.

“Warned me?” she said.

The cum that still coated her mouth muffled her voice, like she was talking with her mouth full.

“Yeah, well, that happens sometimes when I go a long time between relieving myself. I’ve been in-country for the last few months, so I just never had the chance to, you know, take care of myself, I mean, not with my buddies around all the time.”

“Oh. I see,” Maggie said.

She licked the cum off her lips. It was dripping off of her big, greased up tits.

“I swear, it will never happen again,” Tony said.

Maggie looked into his eyes. Why would he say that?

“I guess … that would just be … too bad,” she said.

She peeled off the latex gloves and dropped them into the covered trash can. There was cum everywhere, dripping from the light over their heads, in a puddle on the floor by the examination table. On the wall by one of the charts was a big splash. She didn’t know how that one got there.

She was practically drenched in it. She had it in her hair and on her chest, and there was no doubt it was going to stain her favorite blouse.

“I’d better get this cleaned up before the Doctor comes back,” she said.

She picked up a wad of paper towels to wipe off the grease and the cum from between her tits. She wasn’t sure, though, how she was going to get the overpowering stench of hot, raw cum out of her hair before she saw Gabe tonight.

Tony tried to lift himself off the table.

“Let me help you. I made the mess,” he said.

Maggie shook her head and held out her hand.

“No. You just stay there. I’ll take care of this.”

She tucked her boobs back into her bra and pulled her blouse back down. The front was soaked, like she spilled a glass of water on herself. Tony had a very sad look in his eyes.

“I’m gonna miss your tits,” he said.

Maggie blushed and smiled.

“That’s so sweet. I’m gonna miss your cock, too.”

It was finally drooping and going soft. She covered it with the towel again.

It took a few minutes and several handfuls of paper towels to clean up all the cum. She wadded up the last of the wet paper towels and dropped them into the covered trash can when the door opened.

Maggie’s head snapped around. She tensed, like she had been caught by her father playing with matches. Dr. Denso stopped just inside the door. His eyes looked around, like he was taking in the scene of an accident.

She held her breath. He had to know what happened. She had cum in her hair, like mousse, and a big stain on her blouse. The fluorescent light cover over the examination table was still wet where she couldn’t reach. And then there was the unmistakable stench. How could he miss that?

Dr. Denso looked at her funny, but that was it. If he had any idea of what took place while he was gone, he didn’t say anything.

“All right then, Tony. Let’s get that bandage on and get you out of here,” he said.

He went right to the counter and picked up the bandage, right where he left it. Before he turned to Tony, though, he leaned toward Maggie and spoke to her in a whisper.

“You have something on your chin,” he said.

He sat down on the stool in front of Tony and carefully applied the new bandage to the wound on his thigh.

Maggie wiped her chin with her finger and looked at it. On the tip was a big drop of cum. She looked at Tony. He was watching her. She licked it off and smiled at him.

“There you are. You’re all set. Now, just don’t get it wet, and try to stay off your feet as much as you can,” Dr. Denso said.

He washed his hands in the sink.

“Yes, sir,” Tony said.

He reached down to pull up his boxers and his pants. Maggie busied herself with arranging the items on the counter, and watched Tony out of the corner of her eye. She felt warm, and there was an intense buzzing between her legs. In her stomach, though, she felt a twinge of regret when he pulled up his pants. She would have loved to feel that huge, gorgeous cock inside her, and now she had missed her chance.

Dr. Denso handed her the clipboard with Tony’s charts.

“Maggie. Do me a favor. Get the missing information on these forms. Then get Tony set up for his next appointment. I want to see that injury again in two weeks, got it, young man?” he said.

“Yes, sir.  No water. Two weeks,” Tony said.

Maggie had a smile on her face as Dr. Denso went out and the door closed behind him. Inside, though, she was terribly sad. She would not be there in two weeks. Tony would need the help of some other young nurse to help him reduce the swelling of his cock, probably an intern who was prettier than her and had boobs that were more … normal.

She shook her head to clear those thoughts and looked at the forms on the clipboard.

“Umm … What’s your phone number?” she said.

She held the pen, ready to write on the line where the patient’s name went, and looked at Tony. He was looking back at her with an odd, deep gaze in his eyes. The corners of his mouth were turned up. He told her his phone number. She stared into his eyes for two seconds longer, before she looked away to write it down.

“What’s your phone number?” he said.

Maggie looked at him and blinked.

“Excuse me?”

“What’s your phone number? You know. So I can call you?”

Maggie looked away. Her back tensed.

“Well …” she started to say, but couldn’t figure out the right words.

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“Yes, but-”

“But what?”

Maggie sighed. Her shoulders slumped. Her arms hung at her sides, dangling the clipboard and the pen.

“I don’t, I mean, I just don’t know,” she said.

“Don’t know what? What’s not to know?”

“I don’t know if I can handle it,” she said.

Tony nodded. His lips were pinched, and a little sad.

“You mean cheating on your boyfriend. I can understand that. You love him.”

“It’s not about my boyfriend. I mean, I love him and all that, but …” she said with a smile.

Tony was watching her with wide, intense eyes, like he couldn’t wai

t to hear what she was going to say next. That kind of attention made her a little uncomfortable. She pointed to the crotch of his pants. His eyes looked down.

“It’s about that cock you have in there,” Maggie said.

She let her hand settle lightly on the front of his pants, where there was a bulge that stuck out.

“I mean, if I’m gonna sleep with you, you know what I mean? I could barely get this thing in my mouth. What if I can’t get it … You know? What if it hurts too much?”

Her fingers stroked slowly back and forth over the bulge. Under the fabric of his pants, he started to grow hard again. She felt a tingle from the tips of her fingers all the way through her body to her toes. How pleasant that she could arouse him again so soon.

“Yes. I know. I’ve had that problem before,” Tony said.

“What problem?”

He put his hand on top of hers and moved it back and forth along the length of his erection, which was stretched down into the leg of his pants. Between her legs, her pussy was wet, and her juices had soaked through her panties. Tony sighed.

“I get rejected all the time by women because I’m too big for them,” he said.

Maggie stared at him for a second, trying to decide if what he was saying was genuine. It sounded so absurd, though, that she couldn’t help the laugh that bubbled out of her. She covered her mouth with her hand.

“You’re making that up so I’ll have pity on you and go to bed with you,” she said.

But her hand was squeezing the shaft of his cock trough his pants.

“No. I’m not. Really,” he said, but he had a grin on his face like he was embarrassed that she saw through his fabrication. “A lot of women, they get all excited when they find out I’m so big, then when we get in bed and we’re gonna do it for real, they chicken out. I wind up with a lot of handjobs that way.”

“A lot of women?” Maggie said.

“Not like that. Not a lot of women. You know what I mean,” he said.

His face was flushed. She was smiling at him. He was so cute. Even if he was giving her a line just to ger her to sleep with him, there was no way she was going to let him get away before she felt that cock inside her.

They were quiet for a minute, just looking into each other’s eyes. His legs were spread and he was leaning back on the examination table with the crinkly paper. Her hand was moving back and forth over the ridge of his cock, which stretched almost to his knee. Maggie looked down at it.

“Uh, I’m afraid we’re going to damage that bandage on your leg. We’d better remove your pants. I’d hate to have to explain to Dr. Denso how we caused it to come off,” she said.

Her hands went right for his belt. She was so excited, her hands were shaking. She fumbled with the buckle like she was a silly virgin, eager to get to a guy’s cock for the first time, not like a girl who’d taken a guy’s pants off many times before.

“What are you doing?” he said.

“I just need to … just need to get these off,” Maggie said.

Finally, the belt came undone. She pulled down the zipper. His pants fell to his ankles and his cock stretched the front of his boxers. Her mouth was watering, and she swallowed hard. She couldn’t wait.

She pulled out the step at the base of the examination table.

“There. You can put your feet up on that. You might be more comfortable,” she said.

He put his feet up. Maggie tugged at the bottom of his shorts.

“I’m just gonna pull these down,” she said.

“Right.”

Tony lifted himself off the table a bit, and the boxers slid right down his legs. His cock jumped out, and Maggie gasped. It was only about half-hard, and curved over. She put her hand around it and licked her lips.

“I’m just gonna do something with this,” she said.

She opened her mouth wide and put the end of Tony’s cock in it. He groaned and laid back on the table with the crinkle of the sterile white paper under him. She moved her head up and down, nice and slow, sliding her wet lips on the thick shaft. Her saliva ran down the length of his shaft. Her jaw was stretched open wide, and she loved how her tongue was pressed flat to the bottom of her mouth, and the head of his cock hit the roof of her mouth.

Tony lifted his head, and pulled on Maggie by her shoulders.

“Hey. You did that already. Come on up here and let me do you this time,” he said.

Maggie pulled her mouth off of his cock. The end of it was wet and shiny with her saliva. She shook her head and put her hand on his belly to push him back down on the table.

“You heard the doctor. You need to stay off your feet,” she said.

She backed up a couple of steps. Now it was time for her to take her pants off. First, though, she pushed off her shoes with her toes on the back of the other heel. The button and the zipper of her pants came undone like they couldn’t wait to come off.

Tony sat up and was leaning back on his elbows to watch her, and he had a grin on his face. His cock was harder and stood upright. She could see the veins along the shaft pulsing with blood.

Her pants were a little snug. She rocked her hips side to side to get them off. They dropped to the floor at her ankles and she stepped out of them.

Tony’s eyes followed her pants to the floor, and when his eyes came back up, they stopped on the front of her panties. Maggie paused to let him look. Her pulse quickened. There was something about the way he looked at her as a sexual object that made her feel special.

She hooked her thumbs over the straps of her panties and slipped them down her legs. She stepped out of them, let them dangle by the strap from her toe, and dropped them on the pile with her pants.

“Awesome. Now bring that hot ass up here,” Tony said.

He had a hand around his cock, pumping it up and down. Maggie put her foot on the step at the base of the examination table that she pulled out for him, and stood on it with her feet together between his legs. His cock pointed straight up at her. She put her hand around it, above Tony’s hand, and stroked it.

“Man, that’s big. I can see why so many women just want to give you a handjob,” she said.

“I don’t mind so much. Not really,” Tony said.

Maggie climbed up on the examination table with him. She straddled his legs with her legs, and pushed her knees into the crinkly sterile paper on either side of his hips. His cock pressed against her belly.

“You already got a pretty good titty fuck today. What more do you want?” she said.

She held his cock against her soft belly and stroked it with both hands. Tony chuckled.

“I could die right now the happiest man on the planet,” he said.

Maggie smiled. She was looking at his cock. It was going to be tricky to lower herself on it. What she needed was a ladder, or a hoist.

“What’s wrong?” Tony said.

“Hm? Oh. I’m just trying to figure out how I’m going to get myself on this thing,” she said.

“Oh.”

Maggie watched his face. He had a smile, but in his eyes, she could see that he expected her to back out on him like so many of the others. He wasn’t just giving her a line. She could read the disappointment on his face.

She lifted one leg. That made it easier to get herself over his cock and line it up with her pussy. She rubbed the head of it along her slit. She was very wet, and the feel of his hot, hard cock against her soft, wet pussy lips made her crazy with desire.

She lowered herself on it. The head pushed between her pussy lips, stretching her open. Her slit resisted, like it didn’t want to open for something so big. Maggie paused a moment, gritting her teeth. She pushed herself down a little harder. Finally, her tight slit relented and opened.

A few inches of his cock slipped inside her. Maggie sucked in a breath and closed her eyes. She had one hand on Tony’s hard stomach, and one hand around the shaft of his cock. She held herself still and bit her lower lip while she had an orgasm.

“Oh God. Oh my God,” she said in a soft voice.

The waves of pleasure were pulsing behind her eyes like a colorful light show on a dark night.

“What is it? What happened?” Tony said.

He was holding her hips, squeezing her soft flesh. It was another minute before Maggie opened her eyes. Her heart was thumping in her chest.

“That never happened before,” she said, and gasped for breath.

“What’s that?”

“I never had an orgasm so fast in my life.”

Tony chuckled. “That never happened to me, either.”

Maggie rocked herself up and down on the few inches of his cock that she had inside her already. Her pussy had leaked more juices, and it was easier to make it go in and out.

“What am I going to do now?” she said.

Tony slid his hands up her thighs to the flare of her hips and pulled her down. Maggie’s weight dropped until she was settled on him, and his huge cock was all the way up inside her belly. She stared straight ahead at the wall and blinked. Her mouth hung open.

“How about if you come down here and get yourself a seriously good fucking?” he said.

Maggie just nodded. Instead of colored lights flashing behind her eyes, she was seeing stars.

Tony pushed up with his hips. The end of his cock pushed way up inside her. Maggie groaned. She never had anything so big inside her before. It was a little uncomfortable, but nothing to make her want to stop. It was the kind of pain that hurt so good.

Tony’s hands slipped up under her blouse and closed around her breasts. He was holding on tight and thrusting up with his hips. She winced a bit each time his fingers dug into the soft flesh of her boobs, and his cock pushed deep into her belly.

She opened her eyes and looked down at his face. Now his eyes were squeezed shut and his mouth was open, breathing hard. She had both hands on his stomach to hold herself up, and her jaws were clenched. All she could do was ride out this journey on such a huge cock, and hope she could walk tomorrow.

Tony was moaning softly. His hips were pumping a little faster, a little harder. Maggie groaned herself. It was starting to feel really good.

She pulled her blouse up over her boobs, so Tony could get to them a little more easily. She leaned over him and put her hands on either side of his head, on the crinkly white paper. Her ass went up and down with his hips, at his same steady pace, and when his cock pushed deep inside her, she groaned. She was really beginning t

o enjoy the feel of such a big cock sliding in and out of her.

Tony raised his head. Her boobs were only inches from his face. He had a hand around each one, squeezing them, and licked her nipples. He started on one, then switched to the other, and after a minute, went back to the first one. He teased the tips of her nipples with the tip of his tongue, nibbled them gently between his teeth, and sucked them all the way into his mouth.

Maggie’s eyes rolled back in her head and she clenched her teeth. The feeling of his huge cock stretching her open, sliding in and out of her, rubbing against her clit was driving her out of her mind. His lips and tongue on her nipples intensified the sensations rolling through her body.

Maggie arched her back. In her belly, she felt the first faint spasms. Was it possible that this man was going to make her cum a second time?

She laid down on top of him. Her big, soft breasts were pressed flat against his hard, soldier’s chest. His hands moved around her waist to the small of her back, at the flare of her hips. Her face was buried in the side of his neck, where he smelled so good, and she was moaning.

“Oh yes. Oh God yes. It’s so good. Make me cum, Tony, please,” she said.

His only answer was to groan real loud in her ear. Through her fingers, she could feel all the muscles in his body tense, and his hips arched up off the crinkly white paper on the examination table. Maggie’s mouth fell open. The spasms that were building within her body made her gasp. Could his cock get any deeper?

Tony grunted and his body bucked beneath her. Deep inside her tight channel, his cock throbbed. She could feel it pulsing. The next thing she felt was the pressure of his cum spraying against the walls of her womb. The sudden shock of her own orgasm nearly made her faint.

The warmth of his fresh fluid spread through her belly. His cock throbbed inside her again and filled her with more of his cum. Already, she was overfilled and it was leaking out of her slit around the base of his shaft.

Her own body convulsed and twitched on top of him. Where their hot skin touched, they were sealed together with a thin layer of perspiration. This was the best orgasm in as long as she could remember. Was it just because Tony had an oversized penis, or was it because she was cheating on Gabe, and she was doing it with a stud soldier in a public place, where she could get caught, and lose her residency? Then two years of medical school down the toilet. Daddy would be so pissed. All for one great fuck with a big, fat cock.

She lifted her head and looked into Tony’s eyes. He was smiling at her. She smiled back and touched his cheek with the tips of her fingers. It was worth it, though. Definitely worth it.

“I have to finish your charts,” she said.

“Oh yeah. I forgot about that.”

Tony sat up. Maggie straightened up over his waist and groaned. His cock was still mostly hard and pushed deep inside her one more time.

“What’s wrong?” he said.

Maggie shook her head. She lifted herself off of his cock. It slipped out slowly, like it was reluctant to leave her tight pussy. It fell free, and with it came a gush of cum that puddled on the crinkly white paper.

“Nothing. It’s just that, I don’t know. I’m gonna miss your cock, I guess,” she said.

Carefully, she climbed down off of the examination table. The tiled floor was cold on her bare feet. She pulled her blouse down over her breasts, which were red with the marks of his fingers.

“Give me your number. I’ll call you,” Tony said.

Maggie grabbed some paper towels on the counter and handed them to him. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched him clean the cum and the pussy juices from his cock while she slipped her feet into her panties and her pants.

“You’re going to require close attention to make sure that wound doesn’t get infected,” she said.

She pulled up her pants. All the cum that was leaking out of her pussy soaked through her panties. Tony had his pants up to his knees. His penis had softened, and laid across his thigh. He touched the bandage on his other leg.

“What do you suggest?” he said.

Maggie stepped closer to the examination table and put her hand on his knee, very close to the head of his penis.

“I recommend regular check-ups. At least once a day. And I think these, let’s call them intimate examinations, should be conducted by me, personally,” she said.

She leaned forward and kissed him. There was a moment of hesitation for both of them, but she held her lips on his for another moment. Her mouth parted, and the tip of her tongue touched his lips. His mouth opened just enough to let her tongue in, and their tongues touched.

Maggie’s blood surged through her body. She held her lips on Tony’s lips as long as she could, until she felt like she was going to explode. She pulled away with a gasp, and wiped the saliva from her mouth with the back of her hand. Tony’s cheeks were red, and he was breathing hard, too. Maggie held up the clipboard.

“I have your phone number. Can I call you to make a date … I mean, to set up your next appointment?” she said.

“Yes. How about tonight?” Tony said.

Maggie smiled. “Perfect,” she said.
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